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THE 


ARGUMENT: 

POlyeuctus  and  Nearcbus  were  two  Cavaleirs 
ftraightly  tyed  together  in  Amity  j they 
lived  in  the  year  250.  under  the  Empire  of 
Ttecim  j their  aboad  was  in  Melitene , Ca 
pitalCityof  4 rmenia,  their  Religion  different.  Near* 
cbus  was  a Chriftian , and  VolyeuSlus  following  yet 
the  Se<5t  of  the  Gentiles  • but  having  all  the  qualities . 
worthy  of  a Chriftian,  and  a great  inclination  to  be- 
come fo  : The  Emperour  having  caufed  an  Edi<5t 
to  be  published  very  rigorous  againft  the  Chrifti- 
ans,this  Publication  gave  a great  trouble  to  Nearcbus 
notforfeareof  the  punifhments  wherewith  he  was 
threatned,  but  for  the  apprehenfion  which  he  had, 
that  their  Amity  might  fuffer  fome  reparation  or 
coldnefs  by  this  Edi£t , feeing  the  punifhments  that 
were  propofed  therin  t#  thofe  of  the  Religion , and 
the  Honours  promifed  to  thole  of  the  contrary  party- 
He  conceived  therat  fo  great  a difpleafure , that  his 
Friend  perceived  it,  and  having  obliged  him  totelL 
him  thecaufetherof,  he  took  the  occafion  to  open, 
his  heart  unto  him.  Fear  not,  faidhe,  that  the  Em- 
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perours  Edl<fb  fhould  dif-unite  us : I law  this  night 
the  Christ  which  you  adore,  he  took  frommea 
filthy  Robe, to  apparel  me  with  a Luminous  one, and 
made  me  mount  upon  a winged  Horfe  to  follow 
him-  This  Vifion  hath  refolved  me  wholly  to  do 
that  which  I long  time  meditated  : the  name  of  a 
Christian  is  only  wanting  tome,  and  you  your 
felfe  as  often  as  you  have  fpoken  unto  me  of  your 
great  MESS  I AS,  might  have  obferved  that  I al- 
waies  hearkned  unto  you  with  refpe<5t,  and  when 
you  read  unto  me  his  Life  and  Do&rine , Ialwaies 
admired  theSan&ity  of  his  A&ions  and  Difcourfes.- 
O Nearchus  if  I thought  not  my  felf  unworthy  to 
come  unto  him  without  being  initiated  with  his 
Myfteries ,'  and  to  have  received  the  Grace  of  his 
Sacraments , how  you  fhould  behold  the  Ardor 
break  forth,  which  I have  to  dye  for  his  Glory  and 
the  fiipportof  his  Etcrnall  Truths  I Near  am  having 
dcered  him  of  the  fcruple  wherin  he  was,  by  the 
example  efithe  good  Thief,  who  in  a moment  meri- 
ted Heaven , though  he  had  not  received  Baptiime; 
presently  our  Martyr  full  of  a holy  Fervour , took 
the  tmperours  Edi<5t,  fpit  upon’t,  and  tore  it  in 
peices , which  he  caft  unto  the  Wind , and  feeing 
the  Idols  which  the  people  carried  upon  the  Altars 
to  adore  them,  he fnatch'd  them  away  from  thofe 
that  bare  them , brake  them  againft  the  ground, 
and  trod  them  under  his  feet,  aflonifliing  all  the 
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World,  and  his  friend  likewife,  by  the  heat  of  that 
Zeal,  which  he  expected  not. 

His  Father  in-Law  Felix , who  had  the  Empc- 
rours  Commiflion  to  periecutc  the  Chriftians , ha- 
ving feen  himfelf  what  his  Son-in-law  had  done, 
feized  with  grief  to  fee  the  hope  and  prop  of  his  Fa- 
mily loft , endeavoured  to  (hake  his  conftancy,  firft 
by  fair  words,  then  by  threatnings,  laftly  by  ftroaks, 
whicn  he  made  his  Executioners  to  give  him  on  the 
face  : But  not  able  to  prevail  herewith  , for  a laft 
attempt  hefentunto  him  his  Daughter  TauHna.,  to 
fee  if  her  tears  had  not  more  power  upon  the  Spirit  of 
a Husband , then  the  Artifices  and  Rigours  had 
had : He  gained  nothing  by  that , on  the  contrary, 
feeing  that  his  firmnefs  had  converted  many  fag*ns,y 
he  condemned  him  to  loofehis  head  5 this  Sentence 
was  executed  prefently , and  the  holy  Martyr  with- 
out other  Baptifmethenof  his  blood,  went  to  take 
pofieflion  of  the  Glory  which  God  hath  promifed  to 
fhole  that  renounce  themfelves  for  the  love  of  him. 

See  in  few  words  the  true  ftory  of  TolyeuBes  Mar- 
tyrdom ; the  dream  of  Paulina , the  love  of  Severur, 
the  effeftuall  Baprifine  o EJPolyeuBes , the  Sacrifice 
for  the  Emperours  Victory,  the  dignity  of  Felix , 
whom  I make  Governour  of  Armenia  , the  death  of 
Nearchus , the  conversion  of  Felix , and  of  Paulina, 
are  the  Inventions  and  Embellishments  of  the  Stage, 
only  the  V i<5tory  of  the  Emperour  againft  the  Ter  funs 


The  Argument* 

hath  Co  me  foundation  in  the  Hiftory , and  without 
feeking  for  other  Authors , it  is  reported  by  Mon/ieur 
Cveffoteau  in  his  Roman  Hiftory  j buthefayes  not, 
neither  that  he  impofed  tribute  on  them  y nor  that 
he  lent  to  make  Sacrifices  of  thanks  in  Armenia. 

If  I have  added  thefe  Incidents  and  Particularities 
according  to  Art , or  no,  the  Judicious  fhall  cenfure 
it ; but  my  aime  is  not  to  juftifie  them , but  only  to 
advertife  the  Reader  of  that  which  he  may  bcleive0 
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ACTORS. 


FEljx , Roman  Senator,  Governour  of  Armenia. 

PolyeuCfes , Lord  of  Armenia^  Son-in-law  to  Felix. 

Stverus , R oman  Knight,  Favourite  of  the  Emperour. 
Nearckuf,  Armenian  Lord, Friend  to  PolyeuUes. 

Taulinai  Daughter  to  Felix,  ana  Wife  to  Polycu&es, 

Str atonic  a , a Lady,  friend  to  Paulina. 

Albint  Friend  to  Felix. 

Fabian^  Domeftick  Servant  to  Severn s. 

Cleon , Domeftick  Servant  to  Felix, 

Three  Guards.* 

The  Scene  is  Mletene , Capitall  City  of  Armenia  in  the 
Palace  of  Felix*  . 
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POLYEUCTES, 


THE  MARTYR. 

A 

CHRISTIAN  TRAGEDY. 


AC  TVS  primus  s SC  EN  A print  a. 

Polyeu&es,  Nearchus. 

Nearchus- 

*N  D what!  yon  ftick  upon  a Womans  Dreams? 
Can  fuch  weak  Snbje&s  trouble  this  great 
Soul  ? 

And  this  heart  fo  approv’d  in  War,  can  it 

Receive  Alarum  from  an  idle  Fantafie? 

Pol.  I know  what  a Dream  is,  and  what 
beleif 

We  ought  to  give  to  its  extravagance, 

That  a confus’d  mafs  of  No&urnall  Vapours 
Formeth  vain  Objefts,  which  at  waking  vanifh ; 

But  you  know  not.  Sir,  what  a woman  is. 

Nor  the  juft  power  (he  takes  upon  a Soul, 

When  having  long  time  found  the  art  to  charm  us. 

Bright  Hymens  Torches  flame  about  our  Beds. 

Paulina  without  reafon  plung’d  in  grief. 
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Peljeuflet- 
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7ol.  Fears  and  believs  already  that  (he  fees 
My  death,  which  (he  hath  dream’ d ; (he  doth  oppofc 
Her  tears  to  my  defign,  and  laboure  h 
To  hinder  me  from  going  forth  the  pallace ; 

Ifleighther  fears,  but  yield  unto  her  tears ; 

And  my  heart  tender,  but  not  terr.fi’d. 

Dares  not  difpleafe  the  eys  have  conquer’d  it  * 

2 ''{earchtts,  is  th’  occafion  fo  prcffing 

That  it  may  not  a little  be  dtferr’d 

Upon  a Lovers  fighs  ? let  us  a while 

Wave  this  defigne  wh  ch  burthens  her  with  grief,. 

To  morrow  we  can  do’t  afwel’s  to  day. 

Nearc:  Yes,  if  you  were  aiTur’d  to  live  fo  long, 

And  to  perfever  in  your  faith ; that  God 
Which  houlds  our  foul,  and  numbereth  our  days. 

Hath  not  ingag’d  himfelf  that  you  (hall  fee 
The  morning  break } he  is  all  juft  and  good. 

But  his  effeftuall  grace  defcends  not  always 
With  the  fame  efficacy ; after  certain  moments 
Which  we  lofe  by  delays,  (he  quits  thofe  darts 
Wh  ch  penetrate  our  fouls,  the  arm  that  freely 
Difpenfed  her  unto  us,  flops  his  bounty ; 

As  being  offended,  our  dull  heart  is  hardened  5 
That  holy  heat  which  carrieth  us  to  good. 

Pals  on  a Rock,  and  operates  no  more. 

That  zeal  which  preffed  you  to  have  recourfe 
To  facred  baptifm,  languifhing  already. 

Ceafes  to  be  the  fame  5 and  for  forne  fighs 
Which  you  have  heard,  its  ft  ime  doth  diffipite 
It  felfi  and  isupon  the  point  to  vanifh. 

Pol.  You  know  me  ill,  the  felf  fame  heat  ftill  burns  me. 
And  the  defire  increafeth  when  th’  effeft 
Recoyls  j thofe  tears  which  with  a Husbands  Eye 
I look  upon,  leave  me  as  good  a Chriftian 
In  heart  as  you  $ but  to  receave  the  feal 
And  facred  charader  thereof,  which  wafhes 
Our  fins  in  faving  water,  and  in  opening 
Our  Eyes  with  a divine  Ray,  doth  reftoreus 
Unto  the  firft  right  which  we  had  to  Heaven* 

Though  I prefer  it  before  all  the  greatnefs 
Of  Empires  as  the  fupream  good,  and  that 
Which  I alone  afpire  to,  I believe  . 


he  martyr.  5 

I may,  to  f&tisfie  a lawfull  love. 

Defer  this  facred  baptifm  for  a day, 

Nearc:  Thus  the  malicious  enemy  of  man 

Abufeth  you,  what  he  can’t  do  by  force, 

He  doth  attempt  by  policy  , ftill  jealous 
Of  good  defigns,  which  he  endeavoureth 
To  (hake ; when  he  can’t  break  them,  he  puts  on 
With  all  the  power  he  can  to  flop  their  courfe . 

With  obftacle  upon  obftacle  he  iscomming 
To  trouble  yours,  to  day  by  tears,  to  morrow 
By  fomething  elfe ; this  dream  fo  full  of  horrour 
Is  but  the  flourilh  of  his  firft  illufions, 

Pol.  He  fets  all  things  a work  , both  prayer  and  threatning, 

He  afiaults  always,  and  is  never  weary, 

He  thinks  to  do  at  laft  what  yet  he  cannot, 

And  what  we  do  defer,  concludes  half  broken. 

Deft  toy  his  firft  ftroak?,  let  'Paulina  weep : 

God  would  not  have  a heart  that  the  world  rules ; 

Who  looks  upon  him  when  his  voice  do  h call  him 
At  diftance,  and  as  doubtfull  in  his  choice, 

Hearkens  unto  another  voice  then  his, 

Pol.  To  give  our  felvs  to  him,  muft  we  love  no  body  ? 

Nearc-.  We  may  love  all,  he  fuffers,he  ordains  itj 
But  this  great  King  of  Kings,  this  Lord  of  Lords 
Will  have  the  firft  love  and  the  chiefeft  honours. 

As  nothmg’s  equall  to  his  fupreame  Greatnes, 

So  noth  ng  muft  be  lov’d  but  after  him, 

And  in  h m ; we  to  pleafe  him  muft  neglcft 
Wife  and  wealth,  friends  and  fortunes ; for  his  glory 
We  muft  not  ftick  t’expofe  our  felves  to  dangers, 

Yea,  even  to  death,  to  pour  our  bloud  forth  for  him ; 

But  how  far  are  you  from  this  perfed  love 
Which  I could  wifhyou  as  fo  neceffary 
To  your  falvation,  and  eternal  good  i 
I cannot  fpeak  unto  you,  Poljeuttes, 

Buc  with  tears  in  mine  eyes ; now  that  we  are 

Hated  in  every  place,  that  all  believe 

They  ferve  the  State  well  when  they  perfecute  us. 

Now  that  a Chriftian  is  expos’d  a butt 
Unto  the  fharpeft  torments,  how  can  you 
Or’ccome  the  griefe  on  t,  if  you  can’t  refill 
A Womans  tears? 

— : B a . Pot, 
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‘Pol.  You  do’nt  aftonifli  me  j 
The  Pitty  that  doth  wound  me  doth  proceed 
From  a great  courage  rather  then  from  weaknefs  j 
2{earchus,  on  my  equals  a faire  eye 
Hath  had  much  force,  he  feareth  to  offend  it, 

That  dreads  not  death  ; and  if  we  muft  affront 
The  cruel’ft  punifhments,  to  find  delights 
And  pleafures  there,  your  God  whom  I dare  not 
Yet  to  call  mine,  in  making  me  a Chriftian, 

Will  give  me  ftrength  enough  to  undergo  them, 

Nearc.  Hafte  then  to  be  one. 

‘Pol.  Yes,  I fly,  T^earcbux, 

I long  to  bear  the  glorious  mark  of  it. 

But  my  Paulina  doth  afflift  her  felf. 

And  can’t  confent,  fo  much  this  dream  doth  trouble  her. 
To  leave  me  to  go  forth. 

Nearc.  Your  fafe  return 
Will  be  more  plealing  to  her ; in  an  hour, 

Gr  little  more  you  {hall  wipe  off  her  tears, 

The  happnefs  will  feem  again  to  fee  you 
More  fweet,  by  how  much  more  fhe  hath  lamented 
So  dear  a Husband.  Come,  we  are  expefted. 

Pol.  Appeafe  her  fear,  and  calm  her  forrow  then. 

She  comes  again. 

T^e arc.  Fly,  fly. 

Pol.  Alas ! I cannot. 

arc.  You  muft.  Sir,  to  be  fafe ; Oh  fly  an  Enemy 
That  knows  your  weaknefs,  that  doth  finde  it  eafily. 
That  woundeth  with  the  eys,  whofe  ftroke  doth  kill 
And  pleafe,  becaufe  receav’d  not  ’gainft  your  will. 

ScenaSecunda0 

Polyeuttes,  'P^earchus , Paulina,  Stratoniea. 

PolyeuEles. 

LEt’s  fly  then,  fince  we  muft,  adiew,  Paulina, 

Adiew,  within  an  hour,  or  little  more 
I will  return  again  here. 

Paul.  Whatoccafion 
So  preffing  doth  invite  you  to  go  forth  ? 


Doth  it  concern  your  honour,  or  your  life? 

Pol.  Much  more  then  either. 

Paul.  What’s  the  fecret  then  ? 

Pol : You  (hall  know  one  day,  I am  loath  to  leave  you. 
But  yet  I mull. 

Paul.  D’eeloveme> 

Pol.  Witnefs  Heaven 

A thoufand  times  more  then  my  felf  I love  you, 

But  

Paul.  But  you  care  not  for  my  difcontent ; 

Should  you  have  Secrets  that  I may  not  know  ? 

What  proof  of  love  is  this ; ith’  name  of  Himen , 

Give  only  to  my  tears  this  fatall  journey. 

Pol.  A dream  makes  you  afraid ! 

Paul.  I know  thofe  prefages 
Are  vain,  but  I do  love  you,  and  I fear. 

Pol.  For  an  hours  abfence  fear  no  hurt ; adiew. 

Your  tears  prevail  too  much  upon  me,  and 
I feel  my  heart  even  ready  to  revolt , 

There’s  no  refilling  her  but  in  my  flight.  ■ -■■■—  Sxit. 

Scena  Tertia. 

Paulina , Stratonica . 

Paulina. 

GO,  and  negledmy  tears,  hall  to  precipitate  thee 
Before  the  death, which  the  Gods  have  predi&ed 
Unto  me,  follow  that  fame  fatall  Agent 
Of  thy  ill  deftinies,  who,  perhaps  may  give  thee 
Into  the  hands  of  murtherers.  See,  Stratonica 
In  this  fad  age  wherein  we  live,  what  Empire 
We  have  upon  the  ftubborn  Spirits  of  men  > 

See  what  is  left  us,  and  the  ordinary 
Effedt  of  that  love  which  they  offer  us* 

And  of  the  vowes  they  make  us ; whilfl  they  are 
But  Lovers,  we  are  Soveraignsj  and  untill 
They ’ve  gain’d  the  conqueft,  we  are  us’d  as  Queens, 

But  after  Marriage  they  are  Kings  by  turn. 

Strat.  Sure  PoljeuBes,  wants  no  love  for  you  % 

Though  with  full  confidence  £ e treat  you  not. 
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In  this  affair,  though  he  depirt  in  fpight 
Of  all  your  tears:  ic  is  a part  of  prudence ; 

Without  afflidir.gyou  prefume  with  me. 

That  it  is  fit  he  (hould  conceale  the  caufe, 

Affure  your  felf  he  hath  juft  reafon  for  it  : 

A Husband  muft  not  tell  us  everything. 

Let  him  be  fcmetimes  free,  and  not  abale  him 
To  render  us  accompt  ftill  ofhis  fteps. 

We  b ath  have  but  one  heart;  which  feels  the  fame 
T raverfes,  but  this  heart  hath  notwithftanding 
Its  divers  fundions ; and  the  Law  of  marriage 
Which  holdeth  you  tog  ther,  orda  ns  not 
That  he  (houid  tremble  when  you  tremble,  Madam 
What  maketh  you  afrayd,  troubles  not  him, 

He’s  an  Armenian,  and  ) ou  are  a Roman, 

And  you  may  pleafe  to  underftand  that  our 
Two  Nations  ha’nt  the  fame  imprelfions 
Upon  this  fubjed.  A d earn  p fie  h with  us 
For  a ridiculous  phanfie,  if  doth  leave  us. 

Nor  hope,  nor  fear,  no  Icruplc  ; but  it  carries 
Authority  in  Rome,  and  paflcthfor 
A faithfull  mirrour  of  fatality. 

Taul.  Mine’s  very  ftrange,  and  though  Armenia 
I believe  that  thy  fear  would  equall  mine. 

If  by  my  b^re  recitall  fuch  like  horrors 
Had  ftruck  thy  Spirit. 

Strat.  To  recount  our  evils, 

We  eafe  them  oftentimes. 

Paul  Attend  me  then ; 

But  I muft  tell  thee  more,  and  that  thou  mayft 
The  better  comprehend  this  fad  difcourfe, 

I will  difcover  unto  thee  my  weaknels 
In  the  relation  of  my  firft  amours  j 
A woman  that  loves  honour  may  confefs 
Without  fhame  thofe  furpnzes  of  the  fences 
Which  r.  afon  doth  or’ecome,  chiefly  it  is 
In  thefe  afiaults  that  vertue  doth  break  forth. 

We  doubt  that  heart  that  hath  not  combated. 

In  Rome  where  I was  born  th  s wretched  face 
Captiv’d  the  courage  of  a Roman  knight 
Called  Severn!.  Pray  excufe  the  fighes 
Which  yet  a name  too  dear  to  my  defircs, 


'im  ivianju  ) 1 

Snatches  out  of  my  bofome. 

Strat:  Was  it  he 

That  not  long  fince  at  th’expence  of  his  life 
Sav’d  th’Emperour  Decius  from  his  enemies; 

Who  dying  drew  the  victory  from  the  Perlians 
And  turn’d  the  chance  upon  the  Rormn  Eagles  ? 

He  that  amongft  fo  many  bodies  facrific’d 
Unto  his  Matter,  could  not  be  found  out, 

Or  at  leaft  known,  to  whom  Decius  at  laft 
Made  fumptuous  monuments  to  be  rais’d  in  vain  i 
Paul.  Alas ! it  was  the  fame,  and  never  did 
Our  Rome  produce  a greater  heart,  nor  faw 
A braver  man  fince  thou  haft  underftood  him, 
li’e  fpeak  no  more  of  him  ; Sjt  atonic  a , 

I lov’d  him,  he  deferved  well  ; but  whereto 
Se  ves  merit  where  blind  fortune  is  defe&ive  ? 

The  one  is  great  in  him,  the  other  weak 
And  common,  too  invincible  obftade, 

O’re  which  a vertuous  Lover  veiy  feldome 
Triumpheth  with  a father. 

Strat.  Fair  occafion. 

And  worthy  a rare  conftancy  1 
Tattl.  Rather  fay 

An  overn  ce,  foolilh  ard  bafe  refiftance; 

What  ever  f utt  one  might  receive  from  thence, 

Tis  rot  a vertue  but  for  who  would  faile  : ' 

In  this  g eat  love  which  I had  for  Severtts, 

I ftill  expefted  from  my  Fathers  hand 
A Husband,  and  my  reafon  never  own’d 
The  amiable  Treafon  of  mine  eyes. 

Hed  d pofiefs  my  heart,  my  thought,  wy  wifhes, 

I hid  not  from  him  h'3w  much  I was  wounded. 

We  figh’d  together  and  wept  our  misfortunes. 

But  he  in  ftead  of  hope  had  nought  but  tears. 

And  notwithftanding  his  fweet  fighs  and  prayers  < 

My  Father  and  my  duty  were  inexorable. 

Laftly  I left  Rome,  and  this  p rftft  lover, 

T o follow  here  my  father  n his  government. 

And  he,  even  defperate,  went  unto  the  Army 
To  feek  th’  illuftriom  fame  of  a fair  death. 

Thou  know’ll  the  reft ; my  comming  to  this  place 
Made  me  fee  Poljeuftes , and  I pleas’d 

Hil.  . 
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His  eyes ; My  Father  finding  that  he  was 
The  chief  of  the  Nobility,  wasravilh’d 
With  joy  that  he  Ihould  take  me  for  his  Miftrefs, 

And  he  believ’d  himfelf  by  his  allyance 
Sure  to  be  more  redoubted  and  confiderable. 

He  lik’d  his  love,  and  did  conclude  the  marriage. 

And  I feeing  me  deftin’d  to  his  bed 

Gave  unto  his  affedion  through  duty 

All  what  the  other  had  through  inclination ; 

If  thou  canft  doubt  thereof,  judge  by  the  fear 
Wherewith  for  him  thou  feeft  my  foul  is  troubled. 

S t rat.  Y ou  love  him,  I believe,as  well  as  one 
Can  love,  but  after  all  what  dream  could  have 
Difturb’d  you  ? 

cJ>auI.  This  laft  night  me  thought  I faw 
Th’  unfortunate  Severut  with  revenge, 

In  hand,  and  with  an  Eye  flaming  with  anger  ; 

He  was  not  covered  with  thofe  forry  rags, 

A defolate  {hade  doth  bring  with  it  from  graves. 

He  was  not  pierced  with  thofe  glorious  ftrokes 
Which  cutting  off  his  life  aflure  his  memory  j 
He  feera’d  triumphant  like  unto  our  Cafar 
When  on  his  Charriot  he  vidorioufly 
Doth  enter  Rome  ; after  a little  fear 
Which  his  fight  gave  me,  carry  unto  whom 
Thou  wilt  the  favour  that  is  due  to  me,  * 

Ingratefull,  (faid  he ) and  this  day  expir’d. 

Lament  at  leifure  him  thou  baft  preferr’d 
Before  me.  At  thefe  words  I trembled, 

My  foul  was  troubled ; afterward  an  impious 
Affembly  of  the  Chriftians  to  advance 
Th’  effed  of  this  fatall  and  fad  difeourfe. 

Threw  Poljeuttes  at  his  Rivals  feet; 

Forthwith  I call’d  my  Father  to  his  ayd. 

Alas ! ’tis  this  that  rnoftdoth  trouble  me, 

I faw  my  Father  enter  with  a Ponyard 
In  hand,  and  his  arm  rais’d  to  pie.  ee  his  bofom. 

There  my  grief  too  ftrong  hath  conceiv’d  thofe  Images, 

The  bloud  of  Polyeuttes  hath  contented 
Their  furies,  I know  neither  how,  nor  when 
They  kill’d  him,  but  I know  that  to  his  death 
All  have  contributed.  Behold  my  dream. 

StTAt, 
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Strat.  Tis  true,  tis  fad,  but  your  foul  muft  refill 
Thofe  fears,  the  vifion  of  it  felfmay  give 
Some  horror,  bat  no  juft  fear  unto  you. 

Should  you  a death  fear  from  a Father,  who 
Doth  love  your  Husband  and  doth  honour  him? 

And  whofe  juft  choice  hath  given  you  unto  him. 

To  make  himfelfe  thereby  here  in  this  Countrey 
A fure  and  firm  lupport  ? 

'Paul,  He  hath  himfelf 
Told  me  as  much,  and  laugh’d  at  my  alarms? 

But  Ido  fear  the  Chriftians  plots  and  charms? 

And  that  upon  my  Husband  they’l  revenge 
The  bloud  my  Father  hath  fo  freely  filed 

Strat.  Their  Sed  is  mad,  impious,  andfacrilegious. 

And  in  their  Sacrifice  ufe  forccry ; 

But  this  their  fury  goes  no  further  then 
To  break  our  Altars,  its  purfues  the  Gods, 

But  reacbeth  not  to  mortals,  whaifoever 

Seventy  our  anger  doth  difplay 

Upon  them,  they  do  fuffer  without  murmur. 

And  die  with  joy,  and  fince  the  time  they  were 
Treated  as  criminals  of  State,  one  cannot 
Charge  them  with  any  murther. 

Paul.  Peace,  my  Father. 


Sccna  Quarts. 


Felix. 


Felix , Albin , Paulina  , Stratonica. 


DAughter,  thy  dream  hath  plung’d  me  in  ftrangc  fears 
Since  yefterday,  I doubt  th’  effeds  thereof. 

Which  feem  t’approach. 

Paul.  I do  befeech  you,  tell  me 
Whatift  you  feel? 

Felix.  Severn  $ is  not  dead. 

Paul.  What  evil  doth  his  life  do  unto  us  ? 

Felix.  He  is  the  Favourite 
Of  th’  Emperour  Decius. 

Paul.  After  having  faved  him 
From  the  hands  of  his  Enemies,  the  hope 

Of  Xuch  a rank  juftly  might  be  allow’d  him. 
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Thus  Fortune  to  great  hearts  fo  often  cruel, 

Refolvs  her  felf  fometimes  to  do  them  juftice, 

Felix.'  He’s  comming  here  himfelf.  • 

Paul.  What  ? is  he  comming? 

Felix . Thou  (halt  receive  his  Vifit- 

'Paul:  That’s  too  much  5 
But  how  do  you  know  this  ? Sir. 

Felix.  Albin  met 

In  the  adjacent  field,  a troup  of  Courtiers 
Attending  him  in  crouds  which  (hewed  plainly 
His  rank  and  credit,  but  Aibinui  tell  her 
That  which  his  People  told  thee. 

Albin.  You  know,  Madam, 

What  that  great  Expedition  was, which  made  us 
So  fortunate  by  his  lofs,  where  th’  Emperour 
APrifoner,  dif  ingaged  by  his  hand. 

Confirm’d  again  his  almoft  conquered  party  j 
Whilft  that  his  vertue  fell  amongft  the  number, 

You  know  the  honours  that  he  caus’d  to  be 
Done  to  his  (hadow,  when  his  body  could  not . 

Be  found  amongft  the  dead.  The  KingofPerfia 
Witnefs  of  his  high  afts,  though  to  his  damage, 

Caufed  him  to  be  carry ’doff,  and  brought 
Into  his  Tent,  he  did  defire  to  know 
His  face  though  dead,  every  one  did  lament  him, 
Covered  with  wounds,  though  jealous  of  his  glory. 
Within  a while  he  fhew’d  fome  fign  of  life  : 

This  generous  Monarch  was  o’re  joy’d  therewith, 

And  though  o’recome,  thought  not  of  his  misfortune  y 
To  honour  vertue  in  its  very  Authour,  - 
He  caus’d  that  fpeciall  care  ftiould  be  tane  of  him  j 
His  cure  was  fecret,  and  at  a Months  end 
His  health  was  perfeff,  when  the  King,  to  gain  him. 
Offer’d  him  dign  ties,  allyance,  treafures. 

And  us’d  a thoufand  means : when  all  things  fail’d, 
After  high  prayfe  beftow’d  on  his  refufall, 

He  fent  to  T>ecms  to  propofe  exchange, 

And  prefently  the  Emperour  tranfported 
With  pleafure,  offered  to  the  Perfian 
His  Brother  and  a hundred  chiefs  to  chufe. 

So  came  unto  the  Camp  the  valorous 
And  brave  Stvtrtts , to  receive  the  recompense 
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Of  his  high  vertue : Decius  favour  was 
The  worthy  price  thereof : we  fought  again. 

And  were  Surpris’d,  yet  this  misfortune  ferv’d 
T’increafe  his  glory,  he  alone  reftablifh’d 
The  order,  and  recovered  the  vi&ory. 

So  fair  and  plain,  and  by  fuch  glorious  feats, 

That  our  flout  Enemies  offer’d  us  tribute, 

And  made  us  peace;  The  Emperour  exprefs’d 
An  infinite  love  unto  him,  and  being  ravifh’d 
With  the  fuccefs,  fent  him  into  Armenia ; 

He  comes  to  bring  the  news  into  this  Countrey, 

And  by  a facrifice  to  render  thanks 
Unto  the  Gods, 

Felix  O heaven ! to  what  eftate 
My  fortune  is  reduc’d  l 
Albin.  I learned  this 

From  one  that  doth  belong  unto  his  train. 

And  hafted  here,  Sir,  to  acquaint  you  with  it. 

Felix.  Oh  without  doubt  he  comes  to  marry  thee, 
Daughter,  the  order  of  a facrifice 
Is  a (mall  thing  to  him,  not  worth  his  prefence. 

It  is  a faife  pretence,  whofe  caufe  is  love. 

Paul.  It  may  well  be,  he  lov’d  me  very  dearly. 
Felix.  What  will  not  he  allow  to  his  refentment? 
And  to  what  point  will  not  his  anger  carry 
A juft  revenge  with  fo  much  power  to  prop  it  ? 

He  will  deftroy  us,  daughter. 

‘Paul,  He’s  too  generous. 

Felix.  Thou  wilt  in  vain  flatter  a wretched  Father  *. 
. He  will  deftroy  us,  daughter.  Qh  regreet 
That  kils  me  now,  in  that  I loved  not 
The  naked  vertue.  Oh  Paulina  really 
Thou  haft  too  much  obeyed  me,thy  courage 
Was  good,  but  thy  nice  duty  hath  betiay’d  thee. 
How  thy  rebellion  had  been  favourable  ' 

Unto  me,  how  it  would  have  priviledg’d  me 
From  a deplorable  condition  I 
If  any  hope  reftswith  me,itisnow 
No  more  but  in  the  abfolute  power  which  he 
Gives  jtheeupon  him : Husband  in  my  favour 
The  love  that  doth  poffefs  him,  and  from  whence 
My  evill  doth  proceed,  produce  the  remedy. 
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Paul.  Shall  I,  Shall  I fee  fuch  a Puiffant  Conqueror  l 
And  expofe  roe  unco  thofe  eyes  that  pierce 
heart?  Father,  l am  a Woman;  and 
3 know  my  weaknefs,  I perceive  my  heart 
Already  to  be  intcrefted  for  him, 

And  will  without  doubt  in  fpight  of  my  faith 
Thruft  forth  fome  figh  unworthy  both  of  you: 

And  me,  I will  not  fee  him. 

Felix.  Re-affure 
Thy  foul  a little. 

Paul.  He  is  alwayes  lovely. 

And  I am  alwayes  firm,  in  the  power  which 
His  looks  have  bad  upon  me,  I can’t  anfwcr 
With  all  my  vertue,  therefore  I’le  notfee  him. 

Felix.  Daughter  you  muft,  or  you’l  betray  your  Father* 
And  all  your  Family. 

Paul.  It  is  my  duty 

T’obey,  fince  you  command,  .but  fee  the  perills 
Wherein  you  hazard  me. 

Felix.  I know  thy  Vertue. 

Paul.  Without  doubt  it  will  vanquifh,  the  fuccefs 
Is  not  the  thing  that  my  foui  doabts,  I fear 
This  ftubborn  combat,  and  puifiant  troubles 
That  makes  my  fenfes  to  revolt  already  j. 

But  fince  I muft  combat  an  Enemy 
I love,  permit  me  farm  againft  my  felf, 

And  give  me  fome  time  to  prepare  to  fee  him. 

Felix.  Without  the  Ports  I’m  going  to  receive  him,. 

In  the  mean  time  call  home  your  ftragling  force, 

And  think  that  in  thy  hands  thou  holdft  our  deftinies, 

Paul.  True,  1 am  born  to  facrificc  me  ftiU 
la-ferving  as  a vi&imeto  your  will. 


The  End  of  the  fir (l  JSl- 
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Severity  Fabianns. 

Sever us.  * 

1?bIix  giveth  order  Tor  flic  f&crsfice^ 

VV  May  not  I take  a time  to  fee  Vaulina , 

And  tender  to  her  fair  eyes  that  high  homage 

Is  due  unto  the  Gods?  I have  not  kept 

Ft om  thee,  that  It  is  this  which  brings  me  hither  5. 

For  the  reft  I'm  not  troubled  much,  I come 
To  facrifice,  but  tis  unto  your  beauties, 

Whereto  1 dedicate  all  my  devotions. 

Fab.  Sir,  you  (hall  fee  her, 

Sev.  What  joyes  do  I feel  1 
Doth  this  adorable  objed  give  confent' 

That  I (hall  fee  her  ? have  I any  power 
Upon  her  foul  yet  ? haft  thou  feen  in  fpeaking 
To  her  of  me,  that  (he  was  troubled, 

Or  whattranfport  my  commsrtg  esufeth  her? 

May  I hope  all  things  from  this  happy  fight  ? 

For  I would  rather  perifti  then  abule  her 
With  Letters  recommendatory ,which 
3 have  to  marry  her,  they  are  for  Felix, 

Not  to  triumph  of  her,  my  heart  was  never 
Rebellious  unto  her  defires,  and  if 
My  evill  fortune  (hould  have  charged  hers , 

I would  vanqui(h  my  felf  and  pretend  nothing. 

Fab.  Sir,  you  (hall  fee  her,  I can  fay  no  more. 

Sev.  How  comes  it  that  thou  trembleft  and  figffft  ? 

Doth  (he  no  longer  love  me  ? dear  this  point. 

Fab.  Sir,  I could  wifti  you  not  to  fee  her  more, 

Carry  unto  fome  higher  place  the  honour 
Of  your  Carefles,you  (hall  find  at  Rome 
Ladiesenough  that  will  be  proud  to  be 
Your  Miftrefles,  and  in  this  high  degree 
Of  power  and  giory  wherein  now  you  are, 

Thegreateft  will  efteem  your  love  a bappineft. 

Sev.  What  (hould  my  foul  ftoop  to  fuch  humble  thoughts } 

Should^ 


Should  I efteem  Paulina  as  inferior 
Unto  my  fortune  ? (he  hith  better  ufed  it, 

I ought  to  imitate  her,  I love  not 
My  hippinefs  but  for  to  meric  her. 

See,  Fabian,  thy  difcourfe  doth  trouble  me  : 

Come,  let  us  go  to  caft  this  haughty  fortune 
Even  at  her  feet.  I found  it  happily 
In  fights  feeking  a death  worthy  her  Lover, 

So  then  this  rank  is  hers,  this  favours  hers, 

And  I have  nothing  that  I hould  not  off  her. 

Fab.  No,  Sir,  but  once  again  pray  do  not  fee  her. 
Sev.  Oh  ! ’cis  too  much,  at  laft  clecr  me  this  point 
Haft  thou  feen  coldnefs  when  thou  prayd’ft  accefs  ? 

Fab.  I tremble  to  declare  t’ee,  (he  is 

Sev.  What  ? 

Fab.  Married. 

Sev.  Suftain  me,  Fabian,  this  thunder-clap 
Is  very  great,  and  ftrikesfo  much  the  more, 

As  more  it  doth  furprife  me. 

Fab.  What’s  become.  Sir, 

Of  that  brave  generous  courage  ? 

Sev.  Conftancy 

Is  here  of  little  ufe,when  fuch  difpleafures 
Burthen  a great  hcart,the  moft  malculine  vertue 
Soon  lofeth  all  its  vigour,  and  when  fouls 
Are  taken  with  fo  glittering  a fire. 

Death  troubles  them  far  lefs  then  fuch  furprifes. 

I can  fcarce  yet  believe  thy  fad  difcourfe. 

Fab.  'Paulina’s  married;  fifteen  days  have  pafs’d 
Since  Hjmen  did  appear  in  faffron  robes 
To  folemnize  the  nuptials  ; PoljeuEles , 

One  of  the  chiefeft  of  th’  Armenian  Lords 
Doth  tafte  the  infinite  fweetnefs  of  her  bed. 

Sev.  I cannot  blame  her  of  an  evill  choice, 

The  name  of  TolyeuFles  is  efteem’d. 

As  being  defeended  from  the  bloud  of  Kings. 

Weak  comfort  for  a curelefs  mifery  ! 

Paulina , I {hall  fee  thee  by  another 
PofTefs’d  ! Oh  Heaven  ! that  fpight  of  me  didft  fend  me 
Unto  the  light  again  l Oh  fate ! that  gav’ft  me 
A new  hope  of  my  love,  take  back  the  favours 
Which  you  have  lent  me,  and  reftore  me  death 
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Which  you  have  taken  from  me ; yet  let’s  fee  her. 

And  in  this  fad  place  make  an  end  to  die 
In  bidding  her  adiew,  that  my  heart  carrying 
Her  Image  to  the  dead, where  I do  go. 

With  its  Iaft  figh  to  her  may  homage  do. 

Fab.  Confider,  Sir. 

Sev.  All  is  confidered. 

What  inconvenience  fears  a defperate  heart  i 
Gonfents  (he  not  ? 

Fab.  Yes,  Sir,  but- 

Sev.  ’Tis  no  matter. 

Fab.  This  lively  grief  will  thereby  become  ftronger. 

Sev.  ’Tis  not  an  evil  I intend  to  cure, 

I only  will  but  fee  her,  figh,  and  dye. 

Fab.  You  will  break  forth  without  doubt  in  her  prefence ; 

A Lover  that  doth  lofe  all  hath  no  more 
Complacence,  but  in  fuch  defpaire  he  follows 
His  paffion  which  doth  thruft  him  on  to  injury, 

And  imprecation. 

Sev.  Judge  otherwife 
Of  me,  my  refpeft  doth  continue  yet; 

My  defpair,  violent  as  ’tis,  adores  her ; 

What  reafon  have  I to  reproach  this  Lady  ? , 

Wherewith  can  I accufe  her  who  bath  promifed 
Me  nothing ; (he’s  not  perjur’d,  (he’s  not  light  5 
Her  duty  hath  betrayd  me,  her  Father, 

And  my  misfortune ; but  her  duty  was 
Juft, and  her  Fathers  reafon  guided  him; 

I impute  all  the  treafon  unto  my 

Misfortune  5 fomewhat  lefs  of  profperous  hap, 

And  arriv’d  fooner,  would  have  gained  one 
By  th’other,  and  conferved  me  ; too  happy. 

But  too  late,  I could  nothave  gain’d  her,  I, 

Leave  me  to  fee  her,  then  to  figh  and  dye. 

Fab.  Yes,  I will  go  t’aflure  her  that  you  are 
In  this  extream  misfortune  ftrong  enough 
To  overcome  your  felfe,  (he  fears  like  me 
Thofe  firft  provoked  motions  which  a (udden 
And  unexpected  lofs  raifeth  in  Lovers, 

I The  violence  whereof  excites  much  trouble 
Without  the  prefence  of  the  objeCt  to 
Redouble  it* 
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Sev.  I fee  her,  Fabian. 

Fab.  Remember,  Sir — 

Sev  Another  is  her  Husband, 

Alas, my  fad  fate!  (he  doth  love  another  j 
, lt  is  impoflible  my  grief  to  fmother. 

Scena  Secunda. 

S events , Paulina , Stratomcaf  Fabian, 

Paulina. 

TIs  true,  Severn; y I do  lovl  another, 

And  plead  not  here  for’t,  every  one 
Except  my  felf  do  flatter  and  abufe  you  j 
Paulina  hath  a noble  foul,  and  fpeaks 
With  open  heart,  the  report  of  your  death 
Is  not  that  which  deftroys  you,  if  juft  heaven 
Had  put  my  marriage  to  my  choice,  I (hould 
To  your  foie  vertucs.  Sir,  have  given  my  felf. 

And  all  the  rigour  of  our  former  fate 
Againftyour  merit  had  made  vain  attempts  j 
I faw  in  you  Illuftrious  marks  enough 
To  give  you  worthy  preference  even  before 
The  happieft  Monarchs  $ but  fince  other  Laws 
My  duty  did  impofe , what  ever  Lover 
My  Father  bad  affign’d  me,  though  your  valour 
Had  added  to  this  greatnefs  which  it  gave  you. 

The  fplendor  of  a Crown,  though  I lov’d  you 
And  hated  him,  1 (hould  have  fighed  at  it. 

But  yet  I (hould  obey,  and  o’ re  my  paflions. 

My  reafon  being  Soveraign,  (hould  have  blam’d 
1 My  fighs,  and  difiipated  all  my  hatred. 

Sev.  How  happie  are  you  that  a figh  or  two 
Can  eafily  acquit  you  of  your  troubles  1 
So  always  abfolute  Queen  of  your  defires. 

The  greateft  changes  find  you  (till  refolv’d ; 

Your  fpiritis  carried  in  the  ftrongeft  love 
Unto  indifference,  and  perhaps  to  fcorn. 

And  your  (lout  firmnefs  without  trouble  makes 
Favour  fucceed  contempt,  and  love  difdain. 

Oh  how  a little  of  your  humour,  or 


JU 


i toe  ivianyr,  ly 

Rather  your  vertue  would  comfort  the  evils 
Ofthis  deeded  heart ! afigh,  a tear 
Shed  with  regret,  would  have  already  cur’d  me 
Oflofingyou,  my  reafon  would  prevail 
Upon  enfeebled  love,  and  from  indifference 
Would  go  even  to  oblivion,  and  my  fire 
Henceforth  commanding  over  yours,  Ifhould 
Eftcem  me  happy  in  anothers  arms. 

0 too  too  lovely  objed,  that  haft  charm’d  me  1 
Muft  we  thus  love  ? is’t  fo  that  you  have  lov’d  me  ? 

Patti.  I loved  thee  Severn* , and  if  I 
Could  fmother  in  my  foul  the  flame  remains  there. 

What  rigorous  torments,  Gods,  fhould  I avoid ! 

Tis  true, my  reafon  tames  my  paffions. 

But  whatfoe’rc  Authority  (he  hath  taken 
Upon  them,  (he  raigns  not,  but  tyrannizeth ; 

And  though  the  outfidebe  without  commotion. 

The  infide  is  but  trouble  and  fedition. 

A certain  charm,  I know  not  what,  inclines  me 
Towards  you  yet,  your  merit  furc  is  great, 

Although  my  reafon’s  ftrong,  I fee  it  (till. 

Such  as  it  lights  my  fires,  fo  much  more  ftrongly 
To  work  on  my  affe&ions,  as  it  is 
Environed  with  puiffance  and  glory  j 

1 fee  that  in  all  places  after  yon 

It  draws  triumphant  viAory,  that  I 
Beft  know  the  price  on’t,  and  that  it  hath  not 
Deceiv’d  the  generous  hope  I conceiv’d  of  it. 

But  that  fame  duty  which  in  Rome  fubdu’d  it. 

And  makes  me  fubjed  to  the  Law  of  Man  here, 

Repulfeth  ftill  fo  ftrongly  the  aflault 
Of  fo  many  allurements,  that  it  tears 
My  foul,  but  doth  not  (hake  it;  ’tis  that  vertue 

Even  cruel  to  our  own  defires,  which  you  1 

* Should  praife  when  you  blafpheam  it ; if  you  pleafc 
You  may  complain  on’t  but  yet  praife  its  rigour 
That  triumpheth  o’re  you  and  or’e  my  heart 
At  one  time,  lower  thoughts  could  not  have  merited 
That  perfed  love  which  you  have  born  unto  me. 

Sev.  O fweet  Paulina , pardon  a blind  grief. 

Which knoweth  nothing  but  excefs  of  mifery. 

I named  it  inconftancy,  and  took 
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For  crimes  th’indeavours  of  a vertuous  duty. 

I do  beiccch  you  (hew  lefs  to  my  fenfes  i 

The  greatnefs  of  my  Lofs,  and  of  your  worth. 

And  fo  through  pitty  hiding  this  rare  vertue, 

That  feeds  my  fires  even  when  (he  feparates  us. 

Make  (ome  defers  appear  that  may  fucceflively 
Weaken  my  grief  together  with  my  love. 

Paul.  Alas ! this  vertue,  though  invincible  ftiil, 

Makes  but  appear  a foul  too  fenfible, 

Thefc  tears  are  witnefles  thereof,  and  thefe 
Effeminate  fighs  which  ftir  up  the  remembrance 
Of  our  firft  fires,  too  r gorous  effefts 
Of  a beloved  prefence,  againft  which 
My  duty  hath  too  little  of  defence. 

But  if  you  do  efteem  this  vertuous  duty, 
keep  me  the  glory  on’t,  and  ceafe  to  fee  me, 

Spare  me  thoie  tears  that  trickle  to  my  (hime, 

Spare  methofe  tears  that  with  grief  I or’ecome, 

Laftly  fpa  e methofe  fad  aifcourfes  which 
Do  but  ftir  up  your  torments  and  mine  own. 

Sev.  So  (hill  I rob  my  felf  of  the  foie  good 
That  remains  to  me. 

Paul.  Save  you  from  a fight 
Fatall  unto  us  both. 

Sev.  What  recompenfe 
Of  all  my  love  ? what  fruit  of  my  devotions  ? 

Paul,  That’s  the  foie  remedy  that  can  cure  our  evils. 

Sev.  Tie  die  of  mme,  Oh  love  my  memory. 

Paul.  I’le  cure  mine,  they  would  fully  my  fair  glory . 

Sev.  Oh  ! fince  your  glory  doth  pronounce  the  Sentence, 
My  griefe  muft  yield  unto  its  intereft. 

From  fuch  a heart  as  mine  what  is’t  that  it 
Cannot  obtain  ? you  do  awake  the  cares 
Which  I owe  to  my  glory > farewell.  Madam, 

I go  to  feek  in  honourable  combats 
That  immortality  which  a fair  death 
Doth  give,  if  I after  this  mortall  ftroak 
Of  fate,  have  life  enough  to  feek  a death. 

Paul.  And  I,  whofe  puniflunent  your  fight  increafes. 
Intend  to  avoid  it  even  in  Sacrifice, 

And  alone  in  my  Chamber  (hutting  up 
My  forrows,  I will  make  my  fecrct  Orifons 
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Unto  the  Gods  for  you. 

Sev.  May  righteous  Heaven 
Contented  with  my  ruine  heap  uphappinefs 
On  ToljeuEles and  'Paulinas heads . 

Paul.  May  brave  Sever  us  find  after  fo  much 
Difaftcr,  a felicity  that  may  be 
Worthy  his  valour. 

Sev.  In  you  he  could  find  it. 

Taul.  I depend  of  a Father  and  a Husband. 

Sev.  Oh  duty  that  deftroys,  and  makes  me  defperate ! 

Adiew  too  vertuous  and  too  charming  objeft. 

Paul.  Adiew,  adiew,  thou  too  unfortunate 
And  faithfull  lover. 

Sccna  Tertia. 

* Paulina , Stratonica. 

Stratonica, 

I Have  bewail’d  you  both,  and  cannot  chufe 
But  fhed  tears,  yet  your  fpirit,  1 do  believe. 

Is  free  of  fear  now,  for  you  plainly  fee 
Your  dream  is  vain,  Severus  commeth  not 
With  revenge  in  his  hand. 

Paul.  Leave  me  to  breath. 

At  lcaft  if  thou  haft  (as  thou  fayft ) lamented  me. 

Thou  call’ft  again  my  fear  unto  the  Fort 
Of  all  my  grief,  fuffer  my  troubled  fpirits 
To  take  a little  reft, and  lead  me  not 
By  thofe  redoubled  evils 
Strut . What ! fear  you  yet  ? 

Taul.  Stratonica , I tremble. 

And  though  I am  apaid  with  little  juftice, 

This  unjuft  fear  continually  produceth 
* The  Image  of  the  fad  misfortunes  which 
I faw  laft  night. 

Strut.  Severus  is  moft  generous. 

Paul.  Notwit hftanding 
His  ftaydnefs , Poljeuttes  all  in  bloud 
Strikes  ftill  my  fight. 

Strut.  Y ou  are  your  felf  a witnefs 
Of  his  devotions  for  him. 

Paul.  I believe  - 
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He  would  be  his  fapport  upon  occafion. 

But  whether  this  belief  be  falfe  or  true. 

His  abode  in  this  place  doth  make  me  fear. 

To  whatfoe’re  his  vertue  may  difpofe  him. 

He’s  ftrong,  he  loves,  and  comes  here  to  efpoufe  m^ 

Scena  Quarta. 

PolyenStes , T^earchus  , Vaulina  , Stratonica. 

PolyeuEles. 

YOu  Ihed  too  many  tears,  ’cis  time  to  dry  them, 

Let  your  grief  ceafe,  and  your  vain  fears  fly  hence. 
You  fee  me  living  Madam,  in  defpight 
Of  the  falfe  intimation  of  your  gods. 

Paul.  The  day  is  long  yet,  and  what  raoft  affrights  me 
Is,  that  the  half  of  the  Advertifement 
Is  found  already  true,  I did  believe 
Severus  dead,  but  he  was  here  juft  now. 

Pol.  I know  it,  and  am  nothing  troubled  at  it  j 
I am  in  Militene,  and  let  Severus 
Be  what  he  will,  your  Father  doth  command  here. 

And  I’m  confiderable.  Befides  I’m  confident 
That  from  a heart  fo  generous  as  bis 
ATreafon  cannotfpring , I was  inform’d 
He  give  a vifittoyou  , and  I’m  come 
To  render  h'm  an  honour  be  deferves. 

T.aul.  He  is  gone  very  fad,  and  much  confounded. 
But  I’ve  prevailed  with  him  that  he  will 
See  me  no  more. 

Pol.  Howl  Madam, d’ee fufped me 
Gf  jealoufie  already  ? 

Paul.  Ifhoulddo 

Unto  all  three  too  fenfibie  an  injury, 

I allure  my  repofe  which  his  looks  trouble  * 

The  firmeft  vertue  ftill  avoidech  hazard* 

Wo  doth  expofe  himfelf  to  danger,  would 
Meet  with  his  ruine,  and  to  Ipeak  to  you. 

With  open  foul  of  him,  fince  a true  merit 
Could  have  inflamed  us,  his  prcfence  alwaies 
Hath  right  to  charm  us,  Befides  that  one  mnft 
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Be  oat  of  countenance  to  leave  ones  felf 
To  be  furpris’d,  one  fuffers  to  refill, 

One  fuffers  to  defend,  and  although  vertue 
Triumpheth  o’re  thefe  fires,  the  vidory 
Is  painfull  and  the  fight  diihonourable. 

Pol.  Oh  Vertue,  if’twere  poflible,  too  perfect. 
And  duty  too  fincere ! what  fad  regrets 
5Coft  you  Severus  1 how  at  the  expence 
Of  a fair  fire  you  render  me  rooft  happy  1 
And  to  my  Amorous  heart  how  Tweet  are  you  1 
The  more  I fee  mine  own  defe&s,  and  do 
Contemplate  your  perfc&ions , the  more 
I do  admire. 


PoljeuBes , ?mlirtay  Nearchvs^St  ramie* , Clear., 

• "~Cle.  My  Lord  and  Matter  Felix 
Hath  fent  me  to  defire  you  to  make  haft 
Unto  the  Temple,  for  the  Viftime’s  chofen, 

And  all  the  People  on  their  knees ,-  there  wants 
But  you.  Sir,  to  begin  the  Sacrifice. 

Pol.  Go,  we  will  follow  thee,  wi'l  you  along,  Madam  ? 
Paul.  Severus  fears  my  fight,  it  ftirs  his  flame, 

Tic  keep  my  word  with  him,  and  will  not  fee  him  ; 

Adiew,  you’I  find  him  there,  think  of  his  power, 

And  the  great  favour  that  he  hath, 

Pol . I fear  not 

His  credit  nor  his  power,  and  as  I know 
His  generofity,  we  (hall  encounter 
Eachotber  onely  in  civility. 


PoljeuBes,  Nearchus. 

T^earc.  Where  do  y ou  thi  nk  to  go  ? 

Pol.  Unto  the  Temple, 

Where  I am  called. 

Nearc.  What,  to  joyn  your  (elf 
To  the  Devotions  of  a company 
Qflnfidels,  have  you  forgot  already 
That  you  are  Chriftian  ? 

n a;  - 
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Pci.  Y ou  by  whom  I am  fo. 

Do  you  remember  it. 

T.'tjarc:  I hate  falfe  Gods. 

Pol.  And  I detcft  them- 

Tfjarc.  I do  hold  their  worfhip 
Moft  impious, 

‘Pol.  And  I take  it  for  abominable. 

Nearc.  Fiythen  their  Altars. 

Pol.  I will  overthrow  them, 

And  in  their  Temple  die,  or  drive  them  thence. 

My  dear  Nearchus , come,  lets  brave  Idolatry 
Before  the  eys  of  men,  andfhewusChriftians; 
Heaven  doth  exprd  it^  and  we  muft  perform  it : 

For  my  part  I do  promife,  and  am  going 
T’accomplifh  it : I thank  God  that  hath  given  me 
This  opportunity  to  exprefs  my  zeal. 

Wherein  his  goodnefs  ready  even  to  crown  me, 
Deigns  to  approve  the  faith  that  he  will  give  me. 

Nearc : This  zeal.  Sir,  is  too  ardent,  moderate  it. 

Pol.  We  cannot  have  too  much  on’t  for  the  God 
Which  we  adore. 

P(e arc.  It  will  procure  your  death. 

Pol.  I fetk  it  for  him. 

arc.  If  this  heart  (hould  fhake  ? 

Pol.  He  will  be  my  fupport. 

N^earc.  Tis  not  his  pleafure, 

We  lhould  precipitate  our  felves  therein. 

Pol.  If  we  die  willingly,  the  more’s  our  merit. 

2{e arc.  To  wait  and  fuffer  is  fufficient, 

We  need  not  feck  out  danger. 

Pol.  We  fuffer  with  regret  when  we  dare  not 
Offer  our  felves 

Nearc.  But  in  this  Temple  Death 
Is  moft  allured. 

, Pol.  But  in  Heaven  the  Palme 
Already  is  prepar’d 

l^earc.  A holy  life 
Muft  merit  it. 

Pol.  Living,  perhaps,  my  crimes 
May  cake  it  from  me,  wherefore  lhould  we  hazzard 
What  death afTures  us  ? When  (he  opens  heaven, 
Can  (he  feem  hard?  I am  aChnftian, 
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Nearc  has,  and  I am  fo  altogether ; 

The  pure  faith  which  I have  receiv’d,  afpires 
To  its  effed  j who  flies  believeth  faintly, 

1 And  hath  but  a dead  fai:h. 

Nearc.  Know  thae  your  life 
Importeth  God  himfelf,  live  to  proted 
The  Chnftians  in  this  plate. 

Pol.  Th’  example  of  my  death  will  better  fortifie  them. 

2^e arc.  You  will  die  then  ? 

Pol.  And  you  delire  to  live  ? 

Nearc  To  tell  you  truly,  I’ve  no  mind  to  follow  you. 

I fear  to  fall  under  the  honour  of 

The  Torments  which  they  will  inflid  upon  us- 

Pol.  Who  goes  on  boldly  needs  not  fear  to  fall, 

God  doth  in  part  at  need  his  infinite  force ; 

• Who  thinks  he  lhalldenie  him,  in  his  foul 
He  doth  deny  him.  he  believs  to  do’t, 

And  doubteth  of  his  faith. 

Nearc.  Who  feareth  nothing  -|| 

Prefumes  too  much  upon  himfelf. 

Pol.  I exped  all  things  from  h’s  grace  and  mercy. 

And  nothing  from  my  weaknefs ; but  in  ftead 
Of  pre  fling  me,  t’is  fit  that  I prefs  you. 

Whence  doth  proceed  this  coldnefs  ? 

Nearc.  God  himfelf 
Hath  feased  death. 

Pol.  He  offend  himfelf ; 

Let’s  follow  this  divine  nftind,  and  raife 
Altars  unto  him  on  th^  heaps  of  Idolsj 
We  muft  not  ( I do  remember  yet  your  words) 

Negled  to  pkafe  him  • wife,  and  wealth,  and  rank. 

We  muft  not  flick  t’  expofe  our  felves  to  d angers, 

Yea  even  to  death,  to  pour  our  blood  forth  for  him  j 
Alas!  where  is  that  perfed  love  which  you 
Wifhed  to  me,  a d which  1 now  wifh  you  t 
If  it  remains  yet  with  you,  are  you  not 
Jealous  that  I fcarce  Chriftian  yet,  fliould  fhew  it 
Stronger  then  you  ? 

Nearc.  You  come  immediatly 
From  baptifm,  and  the  t hing  that  animates  you. 

It  is  his  grace,  which  yet  no  crime  in  you. 

Hath  weakened,  yet  it  adeth  fully  in  you. 

And j 
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And  to  its  vehement  fire  all  things  feem  pofiible  j 
But  this  fame  grace  in  me  diminished, 

And  by  a thou  find  fins  continually 
Extenuated,  adfeth  with  fuch  faintnefs 
In  hazirdous  atcemprs,  that  all  things  feem 
Impoflib'e  unto  its  little  vigour ; 

This  bafe  effeminacy,  and  cowardly 
Evafions  are  the  pumfhments  which  my 
Offences  do  draw  on  me,  but  our  God, 

Whom  we  muft  ne’r  diftruft,  gives  your  Example 
Tofortifieme;  Come, dear Toljeuftet, 

Let  us  go  ’fore  the  eyes  of  men  to  brave 
Idolatry,  and  to  fhew  who  we  are ; 

May  I to  fuffer  give  you  the  Example, 

As  you  have  given  me  that  of  offering  you  ? 

Tel.  By  this  moft  happy  tranfport  which  Heaven  fends  you, 
Again  I know  Nearckftr,  and  I weep 
For  joy  on’t,  come,  let  us  not  lofe  more  time, 

The  Sacrifice  is  ready,  let’s  uphold 
Th’  intereft  of  the  true  God,  lets  tread 
Under  our  feet  this  feigned  Thunderbolt, 

With  which  th’abufed  and  too  credulous  people 
Arm  a corrupted  p ece  of  wood } let’s  go 
To  make  this  fatall  blindnefs  manifeft, 

Thofe  gods  of  ftone  and  mettall,  let  us  break 
In  pieces,  and  lets  dedicate  our  days 
To  this  cceleftiall  heat,  and  fo  let’s  offer 
A triumph  unto  God } let  him  difpofe 
The  reft. 

Nearc.  Come  let  us  make  his  glory  to  break  forth 
Unto  the  eyes  of  all,  and  for  him  dye, 

Who  for  us  fuffer’d  death  and  infamy. 


The  End  of  the  fecond  Ati* 
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Paulina  alone. 

WHat  floating  cares ! what  confufed  clouds 
Prefent  inconftant  images  to  mine  eyes  l 
Sweet  reft,  which  I dare  not  fo  much  as  hope. 

Send  thy  divine  Ray  fpeedily  to  clear  them 
A thoufand  diverfe  thoughts  which  my  fad  troubles 
Produce  in  my  uncertain  heart , are  loft 
In  wifhes  j no  hope  flatters  me,  not  where 
I dare  perfift,  no  fear  affrights  me  not 
Where  I dare  fix  my  felf,  my  fpirit  imbracing 
All  what  it  doth  imagine,  would  fometimes 
My  happinefs,  and  fometimes  my  deftru&ion  j 
Both  one  and  t other  ftrike  it  with  fo  little 
Effetft,  that  it  can  neither  hope  nor  fear. 

Continually  Severus  troubleth 
My  fantafie,  my  hope  is  in  his  vertue, 

I fear  his  jealoufie ; and  I cannot  think 
That  ‘PoljeuEles  with  an  equal  eye 
Can  fee  his  Rivall  heer  j as  between  fuch 
The  hate  is  natural,  the  interview 
Soon  endeth  in  a quarrel  5 the  one  fees 
In  the  hands  of  the  other  what  he  thinks 
He  meritetb,  the  other  fees  a defperate 
Would  take  it  from  him ; whatfoe’r  high  reafon 
Ra  gnsin  their  courage,  th’one  conceiveth  envy, 

The  other  jealoufie : thefhameofan 
Affront,  which  each  of  them  fearcth  to  fee, 

Either  receiv’d  of  old,  or  at  this  prefent, 

Deftroying  all  their  patience  from  the  firft,  / 

Forms  choler  and  diftruft,  and  feifing  on 
The  Husband  and  the  Lover  both  together. 

Whether  they  will  or  no  delivers  them 
Over  to  their  refentment  and  their  paffion  : 

But  what  a ftrange  Chymera  do  1 fancy 
Unto  my  felf ! and  what  an  injury 
Do  I to  Poljeufles  and  Severus  ? 
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As  if  the  vertoe  of  thefe  famous  Rivals 
Could  not  triumph  overthofe  common  evils. 

The  minds  of  both,  Miftreffes  to  themfelves 
Are  of  too  high  an  order  for  fuch  balenefs ; 

They  (hall  fee  one  another  in  the  Temple 
Like  generous  men ; but  alas,  {fill  I fear : 

What  is  th’advantage  that  my  Husband  hath 
To  be  in  Afilitene , Sevtrus&u'n 
The  Roman  Eagle ’gainft  li  m,  <fmy  Father 
Command  here,  and  doth  fear  this  Favorite, 

And  doth  repent  already  of  his  choice  ? 

The  little  hope  I have  is  with  conftraint, 

And  born  it  is  abortive,  and  gives  place 
To  fear ; what  ought  to  fix  it,  doth  but  ferve 
To  difiipite  it.  Gods  1 grant  that  my  fear 
Be  falfe,  and  my  fad  fancy,  a Chimere. 

ScenaSecunctai 

Paulina,  Str atonic  a, 

Paulina. 

BUc  let  u sunderftand  the  IfTue  on’t. 

Mow  my  Strut onica  what’s  the  conclusion 
Ofth  s great  Sacrifice. 

Strut.  Alas  Paulina  ! 

Paul.  Have  my  Prayers  and  Devotions  been  fruftrate  .A 
I fee  an  ill  fign  of  it  in  thy  face. 

Have  they  unfortunately  quarrelled  ? 

Strut.  P^earchus,  PolyeuBes,  and  theChriftians  — 

Paul.  Speak  then,  the  C hriftians. 

Strut.  I cannot  fpeak. 

Paul.  Thou  doft  prepare  my  foul  for  ftrange  affli&ions. 
Strut.  You  ne’r  could  have  a jufter  caufe  of  grief. 

Paul.  What  have  they  murthered  him  ? 

Strut.  That  had  been  nothing 
Your  dream  is  all  true,  Poljeuttes  is 
No  more. 

Paul.  What  is  he  dead  b 
Strut,  No,  he  lives,  but 
(Ofate  to  be  lamented  !)  this  great  courage, 

This  divine  foul  is  no  more  worthy  of 
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The  light,  nor  of  Paulina^  he  is  no  more 
That  Spoufe  fo  charming  to  your  eyes,  be  is 
The  common  enemy  of  the  gods,  and  State, 

An  infamous,  a Rebel,  a perfidious, 

A Traytor,  Villain;  a bafe  Parricide, 

An  execrable  plague  to  all  good  men, 

An  impious  and  a facrilegious  Wretch, 

In  a word,  Madam,  he’s  a Chriftian. 

'Paul.  This  word  would  have  fuffic’d  without  that  torrent 
Oflnjuries. 

Strat.  Gan  there  be  any  titles  bad  enough 
ForChriftians? 

Paul.  He  is  what  thou  fayft,  if  he 
Imbrace  their  faith,  but  he’s  my  Husband,  and 
Thou  fpeakft  to  me; 

Strat.  Confidcr  him  no  more 
Then  the  God  he  adoreth. 

'Paul.  I have  lov’d  him 
With  duty,  and  this  duty  ftill  continues, 

Strat.  At  prefent  he  doth  give  you  caufe  to  hate  him 
Who  doth  betray  the  gods,  would  make  no  fcruple 
To  betray  you. 

Paul.  Although  he  Ihould  betray  me, 

Yet  I Ihould  love  him.  And  if  thou,  Stratonica, 

Doll  wonder  at  this  love,  know,  that  my  duty 
Dependeth  not  of  his,  let  him  fail  in  it, 

(If  he  be  fo  difpos’d ) I will  do  mine. 

What  if  he  lov’d  elfewhere,  (hould  his  example 
Perfwade  me  to  imbrace  unlawfull  heats  ? 

Let  him  be  Chriftian,  I’m  not  troubled  at  it. 

I love  his  Perfon,  and  I hate  his  errour. 

But  what  refentment  hath  my  Father  of  it  > 

Strat.  A fecrct  rage,  and  an  excefs  of  choice  . 

Pofleffeth  him,  though  yet  for  Poljeuftes 
He  fhews  form ; he’ll  not  let  his  juftice 
Fall  upon  him  before  the  punilhment 
Of  falfe  2 \eanhns  be  prefented  to  him 
To  fee  how  that  will  work  upon  his  fpirits. 

Paul.  What  is  2 Vjarcbus  Chriftian  too  ? 

Strat.  ’Twashe 

Seduced  him  } fee  the  unworthy  fruit 
Of  their  old  amity  \ this  perfidious 
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Taking  him  lately  from  us  ’gainft  his  will, 

Drew  him  to  baptifm : now  you  have  the  fecret 
That  feemed  fo  myfteriou%  which  your  love 
Could  not  draw  from  him. 

Paul.  Thou  didft  blame  me  then. 

For  being  roo  unfortunate. 

Strut.  I forefaw  pot 
Such  a misfortune. 

Paul.  Esc  I will  give  up 
My  foul  unto  my  gr>efs  I’le  try  the  force 
Of  my  laments,  in  quality  of  Wife 
And  Daughter,  I hope  to  perfwade  a husband, 

And  pacific  a Father .-  if  I fait 
With  both  of  them,  l’le  tike  no  other  Counfcl 
But  what  defpair  (hall  give  me : tell  me  now 
What  did  they  in  the  Temple  ? 

Strut.  The  impiety 

They  a&ed  there  was  fuch  as’tis  without 
Example,  I can’t  think  on’t  without  trembling 
And  fear,  I fhould  commit  a crime  but  in 
Relating  i t j in  few  words  undei  ftand 
Their  beaftly  infolence.  Scarce  had  the  Prieft 
Obtained  filence,  a nd  towards  the  Eaft. 

Setlcd  his  countenance,  but  their  fmall  refpeft 
Appeared  plainly,  both  of  them  exprefs’d 
Their  madnefs  at  the  ceremony,  they  mock'd 
Aloud  the  facred  myfteries,  and  defpis’d 
The  gods  that  were  invoked  j.  all  the  people 
Murmur’d  thereat,  and  Felix  was  offended 
But  both  of  them  carrying  themfelves  with  more 
Irreverence,  what,  faid  Polyeuttej,  railing 
His  voice,  adore  you  gods  of  ftone  or  wood  > 

Difpence  me  from  recital  of  the  blarphemies. 

• They  vomited ’gainft  Jupiter  himfelf. 

Adultery  and  Inceft  were  the  leaft 
Crimes  they  objefted  to  him.  Hearken  Felix. 

Purfued  he,  and  hearken  all  ye  people  -y 
The  God  of  Poljeuttes  and  T^earchus 
Isabfolute  Monarch  both  of  heaven  and  earth*. 

Gf  Deftiny  foie  Matter,  and  the  only 
Being  th  it’s  independent,  fubftance  which 
Hever  rcceiveth  change  j it  is  the  God 
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The  Chriftians  adore  that  we  muft  thank 
For  vi&ories  hegavc  the  Emperour  Deems ; 

He  in  his  hands  holds  the  fuccefs  of  battels. 

With  him  arc  (faith  the  facred  Text ) theiffiies 
Of  life  and  death,  his  power,  his  infinit  goodnefs. 

His  juftice  is  immenfe,’tis  he  alone 
That  punifheth,  alone  that  recompenceth 
You  vainly  do  adore  impu  (Tant  Monfters; 

Calling  chemfelve*  at  thefe  words  on  the  wine 
And  Incenfe,  after  they  had  thrown  again!! 

The  eaith  the  holy  vefTeb  without  fear 
Of  Felix , or  of  Thunder,  with  like  fury 
They  ran  unto  the  Altar.  Heavens  l was  ever 
The  like  feen  ? there  you  might  behold  the  ftatue* 

Of  the  chief  god  o’rethrown  by  impious  hands 
Lye  at  their  feet,  the  myfteries  difturb’d, 

The  Temple  facrilegionfly  profan’d, 

The  fl  ght  and  clamours  of  a mutinous  people. 

That  fear’  the  anger  of  offended  heaven. 

Felix. but  here  he  comes  5 the  reft  he’ll  tellToa, 

Faul.  How  fullen  is  his  countenance  and  full 
Of  trouble  1 he  expreffeth  much  of  ladnefs. 

And  indignation. 

Scena.  Tertia. 

Felix r Paulina  , Stratomea .. 

Felix. 

DUrftfuchaninfolence 

appear  i in  publick  too,  and  in  my  fight? 

He  (hall  die  for’t,  the  Traycor. 

Paul.  Suffer  me 
T’embrace  your  knees. 

Fel.  I fpeak  not  of  your  Husband, 

But  of  Nearchus^  PolyeuEles  hath 
Too  near  relation  to  me,  though  his  crime 
Defcrves  no  favour,  to  be  banifhed 
My  love  for  ever. 

Pa»l.  I cou'd  not  expe& 

Lefs  from  a Fathers  goodnefs, 

Fel.  1 could  facrifice  him 


To  my  juft  anger,  for  you  are  not  ignorant 
To  what  a height  of  horror  the  blind  fury 
Of  his  impiety  hath  boldly  mounted, 

You  might  have  underftood  it  from  Stratonica. 

Paul,  I know  tis  fit  he  fee  T^earchns  punilh’d. 

Felix.  Hereafter  he  (hall  better  be  inftrufted 
In  taking  Counfell,  when  he  (bail  behold 
Him  punifh’d  that  feduc’d  him  to  this  evi'd ; 

The  bloudy  fpe&ade  of  a friend,  whom  he 
Muft  follow,  w.ll  fo  work  upon  his  foul 
That  he’l  repent  his  wickednefs,  and  renounce 
His  new  faith,  an  example  more  prevails 
Then  Threitning;  this  mad  heat  will  fuddenly 
T urn  into  ice,  cheer  up  your  drooping  fpirits. 

Paul.  You  hope  then  that  his  courage  will  come  down  ? 

Felix.  He  (hould  be  wife,  fure,  at  F(earchus  coft. 

Paul.  He  (hould  be  fo,  but  alas  1 I do  fear 
There  muft  be  time  to  work  it,  may  I hope 
T’  obtain  this  favour  from  your  goodnefs.  Sir  ? 

Felix.  I do  him  too  much  favour  in  confenting 
That  he  (hall  lie  upon  a quick  repentance  : 

Like  punilhment  is  due  to  like  offences. 

Yet  I have  put  a difference  between 
Thefe  two  equally  guilty,  and  thereby 
Betrayed  Juftice  to  paternal!  love, 

Tve  made  my  feif  a Criminali  for  him, 

And  did  expeft  from  you  more  thanks  then  plaints. 

Paul.  Fitft  give  me,  then  l’le  thank  you ; I know  weld 
The  honour,  and  the  fpirit  of  a Chriftian ; 

He  doth  continue  obftmate  to  the  end, 

He’l  dye  before  he  will  repent. 

Felix . His  pardon 
Is  in  his  hand,  let  him  confidcr  one. 

Paul-  Give  it  him  fully. 

Felix.  He  may  finilh  it. 

Paul,  Give  him  not  over  to  the  furies  of 
His  fed. 

Felix.  Tie  give  him  up  unto  the  Laws, 

Which  I ought  to  refped. 

Paul.  Is  this  all  the  fupport  a Son-in-Law 
May  hope  for  from  the  Father  of  his  Wife  ? 

Felix.  Let  him  do  for  himfelf  as  much  as  I 


The  Martyr. 

Have  done  for  him. 

Paul . Alas ! Sir,  he  is  blind. 

Felix.  It  plcafeth  him  to  be  fo,  he  that  cherifheth 
His  errour  never  will  acknowledge  it. 

Paul.  In  the  name  of  the  gods. 

Felix.  Invoke  them  not. 

The  intereft  of  the  gods  requires  his  death. 

Paul.  They  hear  our  prayers. 

Felix • Well  then,  Petition  them. 

Paul.  In  the  name  of  the  Emperour  whofe  place 
You  hold. 

Felix.  ’ Tis  true,  his  power  is  in  my  hand, 

But  if  he  hath  committed  it  unto  me 
’Tis  to  difplay  it  ’gainft  his  enemies. 

Paul.  Is  PoljeuEles  fo  ? 

Felix.  All  Chriftians  are 
Rebels. 

Paul.  Hear  not  thefe  cruel  maximcs  for  him. 

In  marrying  Paulina  he’s  become 
Part  of  your  bloud. 

Felix.  I look  upon  his  fault, 

Not  on  his  quality,  where  a crime  againft 
The  State,  is  mingled  with  black  facriledge, 

Nor  amity  nor  blood  have  any  priviledge. 

* Paul . Excefs  of  rigour  I 
Felix.  Lefs  then  his  offence. 

Paul.  Oh  effed  too  true  of  my  fearfull  dream  ! 
Know,  that  with  him.  Sir,  you  deftroy  your  daughter. 

Felix.  My  Family  is  not  fo  dear  to  me 
As  the  gods  and  the  Emperour,.are  honou  ’d. 

‘Paul.  Cannot  the  rume  of  us  both  arreft  you  ? 
Felix.  I fear  the  god<  add  Decius  both  together  5 
But  we  need  doubt  no  fad  thing  yet ; think  you 
He  will  perfift  in  his  blind  error  l if 
He  feemed  to  us  to  run  to  his  misfortune, 

1 1 was  but  the  firft  heat  of  a new  Chriftian. 

Paul.  If  yet  you  love  h m, have  not  that  opinion 
That  he  will  change  belief  twice  in  a day 
The  Chriftians  are  more  conftant,  you  exped, 

I doubt  too  much  Legerity  from  him } 

’Tis  not  an  errour  fuck’d  in  with  the  milk, 

That  his  foul  hath  imbrac’d  without  examining ; 


yi  POLYEUCTES 

No,  PoljeK&es  is  a Chriftian, 

Becaufe  he  would  be  fo,  and  brought  with  him 
Unto  the  Temple  a refolved  fpint. 

You  may  prefume  of  him  as  of  the  reft. 

Death’s  neicher  fatal  to  them,  nor  difhonorable. 

They  fctk  for  glory  in  defpifing  of 
The  gods,  for  earth  blind,  they  afpirc  to  heaven  j 
And  thinking  that  death  opens  them  the  gate. 
Torment,  dbmember,  murther  them,  they  care  not  i 
Tortures  and  racks  arc  the  fame  unto  them 
That  plcafures  are  to  us.  and  bring  them  to 
The  Butt  where  their  defires  and  wifties  tend ; 

They  call  the  cruel’ft  and  moft  infamous  death 
Sweet  Martyrdome. 

Felix . Well,  FolyeuEles  then 
Shall  have  what  he  dcfircs,  no  more  of  him. 

Paul.  My  Father. 

Scena  Quarta. 

Felix , Albin , ‘Paulina , Str atonic*. 

i Felix. 

IS  it  done,  Albin  ? 

Alb.  Yes  Sir,  and  Nearchus 
; Hath  paid  for  his  fault. 

Fel.  And  Pelyeuftes 
Hath  feen  him  ? 

Alb.  Yes,  but  with  an  envious  eye  ; 

He  was  on  fire  to  follow  him,  far  from 
Retreating,  and  his  heart  was  firmly  fix’d, 
i In  ftead  of  being  fhaken. 

Taul.  Oh  ! my  Father, 

I to'd  you  fo  ; once  more  I do  befeech  you, 

If  ever  my  refpc&s  gave  you  content  * - 

If  you  efteem’d  them,  if  you  ever  lov’d  them. • 

Fel.  Paulina,  you  love  an  unworthy  husband 
Too  much. 

Paul.  1 had  him  from  your  hand,  my  love 
Is  without  crime,  he  was  your  worthy  choice, 

And  for  him  I have  quench’d  the  faireft  fires  * 

That  e’re  were  kindled  in  a heart ; I beg 
In  the  name  of  that  blind  and  quick  obedience. 


The  Martyr. 


Which  I hive  always  rendred  to  my  duty. 
Since  you  had  all  power  on  me  and  my  love. 
That  I at  my  turn  now  may  prevail  with  you. 
By  this  juft  power  too  much  now  to  be  fear’d. 
By  thofe  fair  fentiments  wh  chi  muft  fmother. 
Take  not  your  p efenta  from  me,  they  are  dear 
Unto  mine  eyes.,  and  have  coft  me  too  much 
Not  to  be  precious  to  me. 

Fel.  You  are  troublcfome. 

Faul,  Good  gods ! what  do  I hear ! 

Fel.  I love  not  pitty 
But  at  the  rate  I would  receive  thereof. 

To  rouch  me  with’t  whether  I will  or  no 
By  fo  many  vain  trials,  is  to  lofe 
Time  and  your  tears,  only  to  anger  me  : 

You  gave  it  me. but  you  muft  underftand 
I difavow  it  when  you  fnatch  it  f oro  me ; 
Prepare  to  fee  this  miferabte  Chriftian, 

And  ufeyour  beft  endeavour  to  perfwade  him, 
When  I have  ufed  mine ; go,  and  no  more  ^ 
Provoke  a Fa:  her  that  doth  love  you  tenderly : 
See  if  you  can  by  your  perfwalions  gain 
Your  Husband  to  himfelf,  prefently 
Tlecaufe  hm  to  come  hither,  in  the  meantime 
Leave  us.  Tie  try  what  my  difeourfe  can  do. 

Paul.  Suffer,  I do  befeech  you. 

Fel.  Once  again 

Leave  me  alone  your  griefoffendeth  me 
Afmuch  as  it  afflidsme,  all  your  induftry 
Muft  be  apply’d  to  gain  you  Polyeuttes , 

The  lefs  you  do  importune  me,  the  more 
Youfhail  advance. 


A££i«,  how  died  he? 

Alb.  Like  a Beaft,  like  an  impious  defperate  wret  iv 
In  braving  torments,  in  defpifing  death, 

Without  regret,  aftomflirmnc,  or  murmur. 


Scena  Quinta. 


Felix , Albin. 


Felix . 


Pol  y e ucte  s 

Laftly,  he  dyed  like  aChriftian 
With  blafphemy  in’s  mouth. 

Fel.  What  did  the  other?- 

Alb.  I have  told  you  already,  nothing  touch’d  him. 

So  far  was  he  from  being  dejc&ed  at  it, 

That  his  heart  grew  more  lofty : they  enforc’d  him 
To  quit  the  Scaffold  : he  is  nowin  Prifon. 

Where  I faw  him  conduced ; are  you  ready. 

To  entertain  difeourfe  with  him  a little  ? 

Fel.  Gh ! how  unfortunate  am  1 ? 

Alb.  You  are 
Lamented  every  where. 

Fel.  None  know  the  evils 

W’ herewith  my  heart’s  opprefs’d,  thoughts  upon  thoughts 
Trouble  my  foul,  cares  upon  cares  difturb  it : 

1 find  tha  c love  and  hate,  that  fear  and  hope. 

That  joy  and  grief  by  turns,  preffe  and  provoke  it, 

I enter  into  fentiments  that  pafs 
Belief,  I have  fome  that  are  violent , 

And  others  that  are  pitifull,  fome  generous 
Which  dare  not  a<ft.  and  likewife  fome  ignoble 
Which  make  me  blufti.  I love •;  hat  wretched  man 
Whom  I chofe  for  my  Son-in*Law,  1 hate 
The  blind  and  dangerouserror  he  is  in ; 

I ido  deplore  his  lofs,  and  being  willing 
To  fave  him  , I muft  look  too  on  the  gods, 

Whofe  injur’d  glory  I muft  vindicate  : 

1 fear  their  thunderbolts  and  Decitts  wrath 
It  is  my  charge,  my  life  depends  upon  it. 

Thus  fometimes  fur  him  I expofe  my  felf 
To  death,  and  other  times  I expofechim 
To  fave  my  felf. 

Alb.  Sure  Decius  will  excufe 
A Fathers  amity,  befides  Poljeufles 
Is  of  a bloood  that  fhould  be  reverenc’d. 

Fel.  His  order  for  the  punifhment  o’ thrChriftians 
Is  very  rigorous,  and  the  more  th’  example 
Is  great,  the  more’tis  dangerous  and  dreadful!. 

There’s  no  diftinftion  when  th’oflence  is  publics 
When  we  connive  at  a domeftick  crime, 

By  wh  i t authority,by  what  Law  can  we 
Punifh  that  in  another  which  we  fuSer 


Twwmjn  — 

Amongftour  felves? 

Alb . If  you  dare  not  to  have 
Regard  unto  his  perfon,  write  to  Deciuf 
That«he  ordain  bis  pardon. 

Tel.  Should  I do  fo, 

Severus  would  deftroy  me,  tis  his  hate 
And  power  that  make  my  greateft  care,  if  I 
Should  but  defer  to  punilh  fuch  a crime. 

Though  he  be  generous,  though  he  be  magnanimous^ 

He  is  a man, and  fenlible,  and  I 
Difdain’d  him  formerly , his  fpirit  offended 
With  thofe  receiv’d  contempts  and  defperate 
Through  th'unexpeded  marriage  of  Paulina , 

Will  from  the  anger  of  the  Empetour 
Obtain  myruine.  Every  thing  feems  lawful! 

To  revenge  an  affront,  and  opportunity 
Temptcth  the  moft  remifs,  perhaps  (and  this 
Sufpition  is  not  without  fome  apparence) 

He  in  his  heart  conceives  again  fome  hope. 

And  thinking  to  fee  PoljeuEles  punifh’d 
Recals  a love  with  much  pain  banifhed  : 

Judge  if  his  anger  in  this  cafe  implacable 
Would  hould  me  innocent  to  fave  a Ciiminal, 

And  if  he’d  fparc  me,  feeing  his  defignes 
Twice  made  abortive  by  me.  Shall  I tell  thee 
A bafe,  unworthy,  and  low  fpirited  thought? 

I fmother  it,  it  fpringsup  again,  it  hatters. 

And  angers  me,  ambition  ftill  prefents  it 

Unto  me,  and  all  that  I can  do  is 

But  to  deteft  it  j PoljeuEles  here 

Is  the  prop  of  my  Family,  but  if 

The  other  by  his  death  efpoufe  my  daughter, 

I {hould  acquire  greater  advantages. 

Which  would  raife  me  a thoufand  times  more  high 
Then  now  I am.  My  heart  thereat  by  force 
Takes  a malignant  joy,  but  rather  let 
Heaven  ftrike  me  with  a Thunder- bolt,  then  that 
I (hould  confent  unto  fo  bafe  a thought. 

Which  hitherto  my  glory  hath  bely’d. 

Alb.  Your  heart  is  too  good , and  your  foul  too  high  * 
But  d’ee  rcfolve  to  pnnilh  this  offence  ? 

Tel.  1’le  ufe  all  my  endeavour  to  fubdue 
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His  crrour  by  the  fear  of  death,  but  if 
I can’t  prevail,  then  I will  afterward 

Impby  Paulinas  power. 

Alb . What  w 11  you  do 
At  laft,  if  he  continue  obftinate  ? 

Pel.  Prefs  me  not  on  that  point  in  fuch  difpleafure, 

I can’t  refolve,  and  know  not  what  to  chufe. 

Aib.  Sir,  like  a fa  thfull  fervant  I am  bound 
T'advertifeyou  that  the  Town  murmureji 
In  his  behaife  already,  and  is  even 
Upon  the  poim  to  mutiny,  if  you 
Proceed  againft  him  further.  I perceive 
Th’  Inhabitants  arc  ail  refolv’d  t’oppofe  you, 

And  will  not  fee  cheir  laft  hope,  and  the  blood 
Of  cheir  Kings  pal's  the  rigour  o the  Laws  .* 

Befides  h s pr  fon  is  not  ve  y fafe. 

I left  about  it  but  a pictifull  troop, 

I fear  they  wih  be  forc’d. 

Pel  Then  take  him  thence. 

And  bring  him  here,  where  we’l  be  fure  of  him. 

Alb  Then  take  h m hence  your  felf,  and  with  a hope 
Of  pardon,  pacific  the  fury  of 
The  multitude. 

Pel.  Come  Lt  us  go,  and  if 
He  ftill  perfift  to  remain  Chriftian, 

We  will  difpofeofhim,  and  carry’t  fo 

That  what’s  refolv’d  upon,  they  fhali  not  know. 


• le.  Paulina,  Sir, 

Would  fprak  w th  you. 

Pol.  Oh  how  I dread  he?  prefenre ! 
This  comb,  t w 11  be  hard  ; Felix,  or  e thee 
I triumphed  in  Prifon,  and  defpis’d 


The  End  of  the  third  Att. 


A&us  Quartus . Scena  P rima. 


Poljeuttes,  Cleon , three  other  Guards. 

PolyeuEles. 

X 7Hat  would  you  with  me.  Guards  > 


''I  he  Martyr,  ^^^37 

Thy  threatning,  I beheld  thee  without  fear  i 
» I fee,  that  to  revenge  thy  felfthou  tak’ft 

Stronger  a mcs  then  bine  own  her  teats  do  terrifie 
Mo  e then  thy  Executioners ; O Lord, 

Thou  feeft  he.  e the  danger  that  I run, 

In  this  my  prefling  need  double  thy  force  j 
And  thou  my  dear  Nearchus,  comming  !orth 
Lately  from  a Triumphant  viSory, 

Look  on  ray  travels  from  thy  glorious  residence. 

Lend  me  thy  hand  from  Heaven  to  overcome 
So  ftrong  an  Enemy.  Guard',  date  you  doo  me 
One  civil  office  ? 

Cle.  S r,  we  have  Arid  order 
To  render  you  no  fervice. 

Pol  Y ou  miftake  me, 

I have  no  purpofe  to  apply  my  feff 
Unto  you  as  a means  t r my  efcape. 

But  1 defire  that  one  ofyou  ( three  being 
Sufficient  to  guard  me ) wou'd  oblige  me 
To  leek  Severn , and  intreathim  here ; 

This  might  be  done  with  fafety,  I prefumc. 

If  I could  tv  11  him  an  important  fecret. 

He  wou'd  .njoy  more  happinefs,  and  I 
Should  dye  coni  ent. 

Cle.  Since  it  is  for  Severus^ 

3 w 11  difpence  with  all  things. 

‘Pol-  He  himfelf 

Will  recompence  thy  pains,  if  I (hftuld  fail. 

The  fooner  that  thou  go’ft,  the  better  ’cis, 

Difpatch. 

Cle.  1 fly,  and  you  (hall  have  me  here 
In  lels  time  then  a moment Exit  Cleon. 

Scena  Secunda, 

Polyeu&es  alone , his  Guards  being  retired  to  the  corners  of 
the  Stage , 

DElicious  Spring  of  love,  yet  fruitful!  ftill 
in  miiery,  of  me  what  is  your  will  ? 

Y e flattering  plcafures,  ba  t«  of  flffh  and  blood. 

Why  fly  you  not,  lince  1 efteem  you  mud  ? 
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Vanifli  vain  honours,  worldly  glory  pafs. 

Which  (hints,  and  is  as  brittle  coo  as  glafs  : 

Hope  not  t hat  Tie  figh  after  yon  3t  all. 

It  is  in  vain  your  weak  charms  to  eftall. 

Why  (hew  you  me  Gods  enemiesin  ftate 
And  fiourifliing ! he  doth  referve  a fate 
That  (ha’I  confound  thofc  great  ones,  and  the  (word 
Sufpended  o’re  their  heads,  at  his  leaft  word 
Shall  fall  on  them,  fo  much  more  heavily. 

As  that  they  dream't  not  of  their  mifcry. 

Thou  cruel  Tiger  Decitts  that  doft  thirft 
For  blood,  thou  (halt  be  glutted  till  thoa  burft : 
That  God,  which  we  adore,  hath  for  a while 
Permitted  thee,  wild  forreft  Boar,  to  fpoil 
His  lovely  Vineyard,  but  thy  fcarfull  fate 
Draws  near  which  will  thy  glory  terminate. 

The  Scythian  comes  like  an  impetuous  flood, 

To  revenge  Chriftian  and  Perfian  blood : 

A little  yet,  and  then  thy  hour  is  come. 

When  thou  (halt  deep  until  the  day  ofdcooi 
In  body,  not  in  mind,  out  of  the  name 
Of  Chriftian,  that  is  fed  ftill  with  a flame. 

Which  never  dies.  Nothing  can  warrant  thee, 

The  thunder’s  ready  in  the  cloud,  I fee. 

And  will  no  longer  hold  in  expe&ation 
Of  thy  repentance, wretch  in  oMbnation  1 
In  the  mean  time  let  Felix  facrifice 
Me  to  thy  rage,  my  Rivall  blind  his  eyes. 

And  make  himfclf  his  Son-in -Law,  I yield 
Unto  my  iofs,  rather  I win  the  field  : 

Vain  baits,  1 flight  you  and  defpife  your  art. 

For  in  this  Chriftian  and  Regenerate  heart, 

I f.*el  a divine  flame,  whofe  Ray  will  dim 
Taulinas  beauty  in  her  brighteft  trim. 

I look  upon  her  now  but  as  a coy 

That  would  detain  me  from  my  heavenly  joy. 

Adoreable  Idea's,  fweets  above 

You  fill  a heart  that’sc*pable  to  lovej 

The  iouls  Poflefled  with  your  (acred  fire 

Fix  there,  and  firmly  fettle  their  defire 

Never  to  change ; you  promife,  and  give  more, 

Y our  benefits  do  ftill  increafe  your  ftorc : 
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The  happy  death  which  I expe&,to  me 
Is  a fweet  paflagc  to  eternicy. 

’Tis  you,  O divine  flame,  which  nothing  can 
Extinguifh,  that  make  me  more  then  a man 
Look  on  T^»/»Ws  face,  and  never  fear  j 
fier  aflhults  and  temptations  I can  bear • 

I fee  her , but  my  heart  inflamed  now 
With  holy  zeal,  to  her  charms  cannot  bow. 

And  my  eyes  cleared  with  celeftiall  light. 

Hers  appear  clouded  in  a vail  of  night. 

ScenaTertia, 

Polyeufte/,  Paulin* , Guards; 

PolyeuEles. 

MAdam,  what’s  the  dcfign  that  brings  you  hither  f 
Is  it  to  fight  me,  or  to  fecond  me  ? 

And  the  fair  proffer  of  this  perfed  love 
Comes  it  to  aid  me,  or  to  overthrow  me  ? 

Bring  you  here  with  you  hate,  or  amity 
As  enemy,  or  as  my  deareft  moyety  ? 

Paul.  You  have  no  enemy  here,  Sir,  but  your  ft  If 
Every  one  loves  you,  none  but  Poljeuttes 
Hateth  your  vcrtue,  it  is  he  alone 
That  executes  my  dream,  do  not  deftroy 
Your  felf,  and  you  are  fafe  $ how  great  loe’r 
Your  crime  be,  you  are  innocent  if  you  grant 
A pardon  to  your  felf;  deign  to  confider 
The  blood  from  whence  y’are  fprung,  your  noble  actions, 
Your  rare  endowments ; think,  Sir,  that  you  arc 
Belov’d  by  all  the  people,  favoured  of 
The  Prince  and  Son-in-law  unto  the  Governour 
Of  the  whole  Province,  the  name  of  my  Husband 
I reckon  t'ee  as  nothing,  that’s  a happinefs 
Onely  for  me,  which  is  not  great  for  you; 

But  after  your  exploits,  after  your  birth. 

After  your  powt  r,  look  upon  our  hope. 

And  give  not  up  unto  the  hangmans  hand 
What  to  our  juft  defircs  fo  fair  a fortune 
Doth  promife. 

Pol.  I confider  more,  and  know- 
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My  advantage?,  and  the  hope  which  on  them 
Great  courages  do  frame,  they  afpire  not 
But  unto  tranfr.ory  good , which  cares 
Diflurb,  which  dang. us  follow,  and  which  death 
Take  from  us,  fortune  makes  her  fport  with  them, 
To  dsy  ith’  throne,  to  morrow  in  the  dirt. 

The  r greateft  glory  never  is  without 
Some  difcoutent,  few  ofour  Cafars  have 
In  joy’d  it  hng,  this  greatnefs  per  ifheth  ; 

] h<iVv.  ambition  too,  but  mine’s  more  fair 
And  noble  for  I feek  immortall  glory, 

A happinefi  affur’d  that  hath  no  end 
Normeafurc,  fir  above  the  reach  of  envy. 

Or  deftiny ; and  is  a forry  life 
Too  dear  a purchafe  for  it,  which  immediatly 
May  be  tane  from  me,  which  makes  me  injoy 
But  even  the  flying  inftant,  and’s  not  able 
T’aflure  me  that  which  follows?  • 

* Paul.  See  the  dotage. 

And  the  ridiculous  dreams  of  you  fond  Chriftians  ; 
Behold  how  their  lies  hive  feduced  you ! 

You  think  that  all  your  blood  is  not  enough 
For  a fel  city  fo  fweet  j but.  Sir, 

This  blood  is  not  yours  to  difpofe  ofit ; 

You  have  not  life  as  ar. inheritance, 

The  diy  that  gives  it  you  at  the  fame  time 
Engageth  it , you  owe  it  to  the  Prince, 

Unto  the  Pubiick,  to  the  State. 

Pol . I would 

Lofe  it  for  them  in  honourable  fight, 

I know  what  is  the  happinefs  thereof. 

And  what’s  the  glory,  you  do  boaft  the  memory 
O i ‘Deems  Anteftors,  and  this  name  yet  precious 
Unto  you  Romans,  put  into  his  hands 
At  he  end  of  fix  hundred  years  the  Empire. 

I owe  my  life  unco  the  peoples  good. 

To  the  Prince  and  his  crown,  but  I do  owe  it 
Much  more  un  o the  God  that  gave  it  me : 

If  to  dye  for  ones  Prince  be  held  to  be 
A glorious  fate,  when  one  dies  for  his  God 
How  fhall  his  death  be  crown’d  ? 

Paul.  What  God  ? 
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Pol.  Peace,  Taulifut, 

He  hears  your  words,  for  he  is  not  a God 
Like  your  falfe  gods,  infenfibie  and  deaf. 

Weak,  made  of  wood,  of  marble,  or  of  gold, 

Even  as  you  pleafe:  he  is  the  God  o’th’  Chriftians, 

He  is  mine,  he  is  yours,  the  heaven  and  earth 
Acknowledge  him,  who  made  both  them  and  us. 

Paul.  Adore  him  then  in  mind,  and  outwardly 
Exprefs  it  not. 

Pol.  Oh  no  l I ftiould  be  the 
Idolater,  and  Chriftian  both  together. 

Paul.  Dilfemble  for  a moment  till  Severn* 

Be  gone,  and  let  my  Fathers  goodnefs  work. 

Pol.  The  goodnefs  of  my  God  is  to  be  cheriflVd 
Much  more,  he  doth  remove  me  from  the  dangers 
I would  have  run  into , and  without  fuffering 
Me  to  look  back,  his  Favour  crowneth  me 
Entring  in  the  career,  with  the  firft  wind 
He  brings  me  to  the  Port,  and  comming  forth 
From  baptifm,  he  doth  fend  me  unto  death. 

If  you  could  comprehend  the  little  worth 
Of  this  frail  life,  and  the  eternal  fwcets 

That  follow  after  death But  to  what  end 

Is  it  to  fpeak  of  thofe  concealed  treafures 
To  fouls  whom  God  hath  not  infpired  yet : 

Paul.  Cruel!  for  itis  time  my  grief  break  forth, 

And  that  a juft  reproach  opprefs  a foul 
Ingratefull ; Is  this  that  fair  Ere  thou  boafts  of? 

Ate  thefe  thy  oaths  ? exprefleft  thou  for  me 
The  fmalleft  fentiments  ? I fpeak  not  to  thee 
Of  that  deplorable  eftate,  wherein 
Thy  death  will  leave  thy  poor  difconfolate  Wife, 

I think  thit  love  fhould  fpeak  enough  of  that : 

But  that  love  fo  firm  and  fo  well  deferv’d 
Which  thou  didft  promife  me,  and  I bare  thee. 

When  thou  wilt  leave  me , when  thou  mak’ft  me  dye, 

Can  it  not  draw  one  figh,  one  tear  from  thee  ? 

Ingratefull,  thou doft  quit  me,  yea,  with  j*oy. 

Thou  hid’tt  it  nor,  but  wilt  that  I fhould  fee  it, 

And  thy  hard  heart  infenfibie  to  my  fad 

Attra&ions,  figureth  unto  it  felf,  ' f 

A happinefs  that  I ihall  never  fee  ; 
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Is  it  then  the  difguft  that  Marriage  brings  ? 

Am  I grown  odious  after  hiving  given 
My  felfunto  you? 

Pol.  Alas  1 

Paul.  How  that  alas  came  hardly  forth  1 
Yet  if  it  happily  (hew’d  any  fign 
Of  a repentance  , Oh  how  chirming  were  it 
Although  inforc’d  ! but  courage,  he  is  mov’d, 

I fee  he  fheds  tears. 
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Pol.  True,  I weep,  rPaulinay 
And  would  to  God  that  the  ewith  this  heard  heart 
Might  happily  be  pierc’d,  the  fad  eftate 
Wherein  I leave  you  do  h deierve  the  plaints 
My  love  doth  give  me,  and  jf  one  can  carry 
Griefs  unto  Heaven,  I carry  them  to  fee 
The  excefs  of  your  misfortunes;  butifin 
This  luminous  abode  of  higheft  glory. 

This  God  all  juft  and  good,  allow  my  Prayer, 

If  He  vouchfafe  to  lend  an  ear  unto 
Cpnjugail  love, He  will  difplay  his  light 
Upon  your  blind nefs ; Lord,  I do  befeech  thee 
Let  me  obtain  this  of  thy  goodnefs,  fhe 
Hath  too  much  vertue  not  to  be  a Chriftian, 

It  pleafed  thee  to  give  her  too  much  merit. 

Not  to  know  Thee,and  to  adhere  unto  T hee, 

To  live  ft  11  an  unfortunate  Slave  of  hell. 

And  to  die  as  {he’s  born  under  that  yoak. 

Paul.  What  fay’ft  thou,  mifcrable,  what  dar’ft  thou  wifli  ? 

Pol.  That  which  with  all  my  blood  I fain  would  purchale. 

Paul.  That  rather. 

Pol.  Tisin  vain  to  make  rcfiftance. 

This  God  toucheth  the  heart  when  leaft  we  think  on’t ; 

That  happy  moment  is  not  yet  arriv’d, 

It  will  come  but  the  time’s  not  known  unto  me. 

Paul.  Leave  this  Chymera,  come  and  love  me  ftill. 

Pol.  I love  you  much  more  then  my  felf,  but,  pardon  me, 
Lefs  then  my  God. 

Paul.  In  the  name  of  that  love, 
f orfake  me  not. 

Pol.  In  the  name  of  that  love, 
follow  my  fteps. 

'Paul.  Doft  thou  not  care  to  quit  me,  wilt  thou  then 
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Seduce  me  ? 

Pol.  Car’ft  thou  not  to  go  to  Heaven? 

I will  conduft  you  there. 

Paul.  Imaginations! 

Tol.  Cceleftiall  truths, 

Paul.  Strange  blindnefs. 

Tol.  Rather  evcrlafting  lights. 

Paul.  Thou  prefer’ft  death  before  Paulina*  s love. 

Tel.  You  the  bafe  world  before  the  divine  goodnefs. 

Paul.  Go,  cruel!,  go  and  die,  thou  never  lov’dft  me. 

Tol.  Live  happy  in  the  World,  and  fuffer  me 
To  die  in  peace. 

Paul.  Y es,  I will  leave  thee,  trouble  not  thy  felf, 

I go- 

• C:  >•  . ■ . Vfl 

Scena  Quarta. 

Poly  tuples,  Paulina , Sever  us,  Fabian , Guards, 

Paulina. 

BUt  what  defign  Severus  brings  you  here  > 
is  this  done  like  a generous  Cavaleer 
To  come  to  brave  here  one  in  mi fery? 

Pol.  Paulina , you  treat  ill  fo  rare  a merit. 

At  my  foie  prayer  he  renders  me  this  vifit. 

3 have  committed  incivility, 

Noble  Severus , which  I know  you’l  pardon. 

And  impute  to  my  want  of  liberty. 

Being  pofleffor  ofaTreafure  which  , 

I was  not  worthy  of, before  I die 
Suffer  me  to  refign  it  unto  you, 

And  to  leave  the  rar’ft  vertue  that  a Woman 
Could  c’re  receive  from  heaven  unto  the  hands 
Of  the  mod  valiant  and  accomplifh’d  man 
The  earth  bath  honour’d,  or  Rome  hath  produc’d. 

Y’are  worthy  of  her,  (he  is  worthy  you  .* 

Refufe  her  not,  Sir  from  a Husbands  hand 
If  he  hath  dif-united  you,  his  death 
Will  make  amends,  and  joyn  you  both  again : 

Let  not  a fire  which  fometimes  was  fo  fair. 

Become  lefs  now,  give  her  your  heart,  and  take 
Her  faith  to  you,  live  happily  together. 
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And  dye  like  me,  it  is  the  glorious  good 
Which  PolyeuEles  wilheth  tdyou  both  : 

Guards,  lead  me  to  my  death.  I’ve  nothing  more 
To  fay  i come,  all  is  finiflVd. 

Scena  Quinta. 

Severn!'  Paulina'  Fabian. 

Severn!. 

I Am  confounded 

In  my  aftoniftiment  to  fee  his  blindnefs  j 
His  refolution’s  founparalel’d. 

That  fcarce  can  I believe  mine  ears ; a heart 
That  holds  you  dear,  (but  what  heart  is  fo  low 
That  could  have  known  you,  and  not  chcrifh’d  you?) 
A man  belov’d  by  you,  affoon  as  he 
PofTefTeth  you,  without  regret  he  leaves  you, 

Nay  he  doth  more,  he  doth  refign  you  over  ; 

And  as  if  your  fires  were  a fatafl  prefent* 

He  himfelf  makes  a gift  on’c  to  his  Rivall : 

Surely  the  Chriftians  either  hayeftrange  whimfies. 
Or  their  felicities  muft  be  infinite, 

Since  to  pretend  thereto  they  dare  rejedt 
What  one  (hould  purchafe  at  an  Empires  price. 

For  my  part,  if  my  deftiny  a little 
Sooner  propitious,  had  been  pleas’d  to  honour  me 
With  your  fair  Nuptials,  Ifhould  have  ador’d 
No  glory  but  the  luftre  of  your  eyes ; 

I would  have  made  of  them  my  Kings  and  gods.. 

They  fhouldhave  firft  reduced  me  to  duft, 

Before  that 

Tanl.  Sir,  no  more  of  this  difeourfe, 

I fear  I’ve  heard  too  much,  and  that  this  heit 

Should  thruft  forth  feme  unfeemly  con'equence 

Unworthy  of  us  both.  Severus , know 

My  PolyettUes  wholy  doth  take  up 

Paulina* s thoughts,  he  hath  but  a fhort  moment 

To  live,  you  are  the  innocent  caufe  thereof: 

I know  not  if  your  foul  might  have  prefum’d 
To  frame  fome  hope  to  your  defires  upon 
His  ruine,  but  afliue  your  felf,  there  is 
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No  death  fo  cruel  whereunto  I would  not 
With  fearlefs  fteps  addrefc,  nor  in  Hell  horrors 
So  dreadfull  which  I would  not  rather  fuffer. 

Then  fully  my  fame  to  efpoufe  a man. 

After  his  fad  fate,  who  in  any  kind 
Might  caufe  his  death,  and  if  you  {hould  believe  me 
Offo  unfound  a mind,  the  Love  I bear  you 
Would  turn  all  into  hatred  j you  are  generous. 

Be  fo  unto  the  end}  My  Father  is 
In  a condition  to  deny  you  nothing ; 

He  fears  you,  and  I will  be  bold  to  adde 
This  word,  that  if  he  doth  deftroy  my  Husband, 

It  is  to  you  he  factificeth  him  ; 

Save  this  unfortunate,  ufe  your  intereft  for  him, 
Indcavour,  pray,  to  ferve  him  as  a Prop ; 

I know  tis  much  whatl  demand  ofyou. 

But  how  much  greater  the  indeavour  is. 

So  much  more  is  the  glory  on’t,  preferve 
A Rival!  that  your  jealous  of,  it  is  * 

A trafr  of  vertue  which  belongeth  not 
But  unto  you } if  this  be  not  fufficient 
Renown  unto  you,  tis  much  that  a woman 
Sometimes  belov’d,  and  yet  perhaps  whofe  love 
May  touch  you,  {hould  owe  that  to  your  great  heart 
Which  (he  efteems  tnoft  dear.  Laftly,  remember 
You  arc  Severus , after  this  Petition 
Tie  go  without  an  Anfwer.and  ifyou 
Be  not  the  fame  which  lie  prefume  to  vaunt, 

To  prize  you  ftill,  I will  be  ignorant. Exit<. 

Scena.  Sexta.. 

Sever  us,  Fabian. 

Sever  us. 

FAbian , What  feel  I > what  new  dap  of  Thunder 
Falls  on  my  fortune,  and  reduceth  it 
To  dull?  themoreldoefteemitnear 
The  farther  ’tis,  I find  all  loft,  when  I 
Think  all  is  gain’d,  and  envious  Dcftiny 
Refolv’d  to  hurt  me  ftill,  cuts  off  my  hope. 

As  foon  as  it  is  born.  Before  I offer 


My  fair  devotions,  I receive  refufals. 

Sad  a'waies  and  afhatn’d  to  fee  that  bafely 
Ic  durft  fpring  up  again,  that  yet  more  bafely 
]t  durft  appear,  and  laftly  that  a Woman 
In  an  afflided  ftate  (hould  give  me  leffons 
Of  generofity.  Your  fair  foul,  Paulina, 

Is  as  high  as  it  is  unfortunate, 

But  tis  as  cruel  too  as  generous. 

And  your  griefs  tyrannize  with  too  much  rigour 
Upon  a Lovers  heart  that’s  whole ly  yours. 

Tis  not  enough  to  lofe  you  then,  unlefs 
I give  you,  I muft  ferve  a Rivall  when 
He  doth  abandon  you,  and  by  a cruell 
And  generous  triall,  to  give  you  unto  him, 

Muft  fnatch  him  from  his  death. 

Fab.  Leave  this  ingratefull  family  to  their  fate. 

Let  it  accord  the  father  with  the  Daughter, 

The  Husband  with  the  Wife,  and  Polyeuttes , 

With  Felix ; What  reward  hope  you  to  have 
For  fuch  a cruel  triall  ? 

Sev.  Only  Fabian, 

The  glory  to  (hew  to  this  beauteous  foul, 

Severn*  equals  her,  and  doth  deferve  her. 

That  (he  was  due  unto  me,  and  that  Heaven, 

In  taking  her  from  me  was  too  injurious. 

Fab.  Without  accufing  Heaven,  or  Deftiny 
Think  on  the  danger  you  draw  on  upon  you 
By  fuch  an  Ad,  you  hazard  very  much  ; 

Ccnfider  well,  you  enterprife  to  fave 
A Chriftian,  you  cannot  be  ignorant 
What  is,  and  always  was  the  hate  of  Decius 
Unto  that  impious  Sed ; tis  unto  him 
A crime  fo  great,  fo  capitally  that  even 
To  you  his  only  Favourite  may  be  fatal!. 

Sev.  This  were  good  counfel  for  fome  common  foul. 
Though  he  hold  in  his  hand  my  life  and  fortune, 

I am  Severus  ftill,  and  all  th's  great 

And  mighty  power  can  nothing  on  my  glory, 

Nothing  upon  my  duty;  honour  here 
Obligeth  me  and  I will  fatisfie  it  j 
Let  fortune  afterward  (hew  her  felfkind 
Or  cruel,  as  her  nature’s  ftill  inconftant. 


The  Martyr. 

Dying  in  glory  I flialfdye  content : 

Tie  tell  thee  more,  but  with  fome  confidence. 

The  Chriftian  Scd  is  not  the  fame  we  take  it. 

We  hate  them,  and  thereafon  for'c  1 know  not. 

And  I can  fee  Deems  unjuft  in  nothing 

But  in  this  point  jfor  curiofity 

I fain  would  know  them ; they  are  held  for  Sorcerers 

Whofe  Mafter  Hell  is,  and  on  this  belief 

The  fecret  myfteries,  which  we  are  not  able 

To  Underftand,  are  punilhcd  with  death  : 

But  Ceres,  8ieujina,  and  the  goddefs 
Bonru  at  Rome , and  in  Greece  have  their  fecrets 
Like  them ; we  fuller  likewife  in  all  places 
All  kind  of  gods,  their  God  only  excepted : 

All  the  ^Egyptian  Monfters  haue  thfeir  Temple 
In  Rome ; our  predeceflor  s,  as  they  lik’d. 

Made  a god  of  a man,  and  the  r blood  with  us 
Retaining  ftill  their  errors,  we  fill  Heaven 
With  all  our  Emperors ; but  to  fpeak  truly 
Of  fo  much  Apothaefis,  the  effed 
Is  verydoubtfull  of  thefeMetamorphofcs : 

The  C hriftians  have  but  one  God,  abfolute  Mafter 
Of  all,  who-fe  only  w 11  doth  execute 
What  he  refol ves,  but  if  f durft  to  fpeake 
Between  us  what  I think,  ours  very  often, 

Me  think?,agree  together  very  ill, 

And  fhould  their  anger  crulh  me’fore  thine  eyes,, 

I muft  fpeak  this,  we  hive  too  many  of  them 
To  be  true  gods.  Perhaps  thefcpublick  faiths 
- Are  but  inventions  of  wife  Poly  ticks, 

To  keep  the  People  under,  and  to  awe  them. 

And  to  eftablifh  their  power  on  their  weaknefs-. 

Laftly  the  manners  of  the  Chriftians 

Are  innocent,  venues  do  flourifh  with  them,. 

Vices  appear  not ; never  an  Adulterer, 

A Tray  tor.  Drunkard,  Murtherer,  or  Thief 
v Is  feen  amongft  them,  there  is  nothing  elfe 
But  love  and  charity,  they  live  together 
Like  Brothers,  they  pray  for  us  that  do  perfecute  them 
And  have  we  ever  fince  the  t‘me  we  firft 
Tormented  them,  feen  them  in  mutiny  l 
Hive  we  feen  them  rebellious!  have  our  Princes- 


LYEUCTES 


Had  Souldiers  more  faithfull  5 fierce  in  war 
They  fuffer  our  tormentors  patiently  ; 

Lions  in  fight,  they  dy  as  meek  as  Lambs. 

I’ve  too  much  piety  for  them  not  to  help  them  : 
Come,  let  us  find  out  Felix  picfently. 

And  fo  by  one  foie  a&ion  fatisfie 
Paulina , my  compaffion,  and  my  glory. 


The  End  of  the  fourth  dtl. 


A<ftus  Quintus.  ScenaPrima. 

Felix , Albin , ^leon. 

Felix. 

ALbitt , percciv’ft  thou  Severus  plot  ? 

Seeft  thou  his  hate,  and  my  fad  mifety  ? 

Alb.  I fee  nought  in  him  but  a generous  Rivail, 

And  in  you  nothing  but  a rigorous  Father. 

Fel.  How  ill  thou  know’ll:  him  ? all  he  doth’s  but  fhew, 
In  heart  he  hates  me, and  difdains  Tanlina, 

And  though  he  fometime lov’d  her  he  efteemes  now% 

A Rivals  Relique  too  unworthy  of  him.  f 

He  fpeaks  in  his  behalf,  prays,  threatens  me. 

And  fayes  he  will  deftroy  me, if  I grant  not 
Pardon  unto  him,  pilling  from  generous 
He  thinks  to  fear  me,  but  the  Artifice 
Is  too  grols  not  to  be  difeovered  : 

I know  the  Court,  and  all  its  fubtle  windings 
Before  him.  I’m  acquainted  with  its  plots. 

And  all  its  pra&ifes,  it  is  in  vain 

For  him  to  ftorm,  and  faign  to  be  in  fury, 

I fee  what  he  intendeth  to  the  Emperor, 

Of  that  which  he  requefts  me,  he’d  accufe  me, 

Sparing  his  Rn  all,  1 (hould  be  his  Viftimc ; 

And  if  he  had  to  do  with  forae  young  Novice, 

The  plot  is  wel  laid,  without  doubt  he  would 
Deftroy  him  eafily,  but  an  old  Courtier 
Is  not  fo  credulous,  he  feeth  well 
When  one’s  in  je aft,  and  when  he  is  in  earneft ; 
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And  for  ray  part.  I’ve  feen  fo  many  of  them 
Of  all  kinds,  that  if  need  were,  I could  give 
Lcflons  even  unto  him. 

Alb.  Gods ! how  you  torture 
Your  felf  by  thisdiftruft  > 

Fel.  To  ftand  in  Court 
It  is  the  higheit  skill  5 when  once  a man 
Hath  caufc  to  hate  us,  we  ought  to  prefume 
That  he  feeks  all  the  wayes  he  can  to  ruine  us ; 

Then  all  his  friendfhip  is  to  be  fufpe&ed  j 
liFolyeuEles  forfakes  not  his  Se&, 

What  ever  his  Prote&or  intends  for  him 
Tie  b-  Idly  follow  th’  order  is  prefcrib’d  me. 

Alb.  Pardon,  Sir,  pardon,  let  Paulina* s prayers 
And  tears  obtain  it. 

Fel.  Th’  Bmperours  pardon,  Albint 
Shad  not  come  after  mine,  and  fo  far  am  I 
From  drawing  him  out  of  this  perilous  pafs. 

As  not  to  lo  what  will  deftroy  us  both. 

Alb.  But  Sir,  Sever  us  prcmifeth 

Fel.  1 miftruft  him. 

And  know  better  then  he  the  hate  of  ‘Decius , 

In  favour  of  the  Chrift  ans  if  he  (hould 

Oppofe  his  anger  without  doubt  he  would 

Ruine  himfelf  with  us,  I will  try  yet 

Another  way. — Bring  Poljeuttes  here,  — — - to  Cleon • 

And  if  I fend  him  back  again,  if  he 

Remain  infenfible  of  this  laft  attem  pt,  — * Cleon  returns 

Athis  departure  hence  he  furely  dies. 

Alb.  Your  order  is  too  rigorous. 

Fel.  I muft  follow  it, 

Ifl’le  prevent  diforder  which  may  happen  * 

I fee  the  People  mov’d  to  take  h s part. 

And  thou  thy  felf  lately  advertis’d  me ; 

In  the  zeal  which  they  do  exprefs  for  him, 

I know  not  how  long  he  may  be  Within 
My  power ; perhaps  this  evening,  to  night. 

To  morow  I may  fee  th’  effefts  I fear  j 
And  fuddenly  Sever  us  flying  to 
His  vengeance,  miy  go  to  calumniate  me 
With  fome  intelligence,  I muft  break  this  ftroak, 

Jhat  would  be fatall  tome. 
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Alb.  What  arrange  evil  is  this  diffidence? 

Every  thing  hurts  and  ruines  you,  gives  you  fhadows. 

But  fee  you  not,  Sir,  that  his  death  will  put 
This  people  into  rage  ? tis  a wrong  way 
To  care  them,  for  to  make  them  defperate. 

Fel.  After  his  death  it  is  in  vain  to  murmur. 

And  if  they  dare  proceed  to  any  violence, 

Tis  but  to  give  way  for  a day  or  two 
Unto  the  infolence,  I (hall  have  done 
My  duty  whatfoever  may  arrive ; 

But  Poljenttes  comes,  let  us  indeavour 
To  fave  him,  retire  Souldiers,  and  guard 

The  port  well J Polyeudes  comes  with  the  Guards  y who  retire 

*•  fuddenlj. 


ScenaSecunda. 


Felix , Polyeuftes , Albitt. 

t Felix. 

HAft  thou  then  fuch  a hate  to  life,  unfortunate 
And  wretched  Polyeuftes , and  the  Law 
OfChriftians  ? doth  it  thus  injoyn  thee  to 
For  fake  thy  friends  ? 

Pol.  I hate  not  life,  and  love 
The  lawfull  ufe  of  it,  but  without  dotage* 

Which  favoureth  offlavery,  always  ready 
To  render  it  to  God.  from  whom  I hold  it, 

Reafon  ordains  it  and  the  Chriftian  Law, 

And  thereby  I inftruft  you  how  to  live. 

If  you  have  but  the  heart  to  follow  me. 

Fel.  To  follow  thee  into  the  Gulph,  where  thou 
Wilt  caft  thy  felf  ? 

Fol.  Rather  unto  the  glory 
Where  I am  going  to  afeend, 

Fel.  Atleaft 

Let  me  have  time  to  know’t,  to  make  me  Chriftian’ 

Be  thou  my  guide,  and  be  not  fcrupulous 
T’inftruft  me  in  thy  faith,if  thou  refufeft, 

Tis  thou  (halt  anfwer’t  to  thy  God  for  me. 

Tol.  Felix , Jeaft  not,  tis  he  (hall  be  your  Judge* 

There  is  no  flying  from  him,  Kings  and  Shepheards 
— in  ififiMT  i ISA 
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Are  of  one  rank  with  him,he  will  revenge 
The  blood  of  his  upon  you. 

Tel.  Tie  Ihed  no  more, 

And  come  what  will  on’t,  in  the  Chriftian  faith 
l’ie  fuffer  them  to  live  and  will  proted  them. 

Pol.  No,  no,  proceed  to  perfecute,  and  be 
The  Inftrumenc  of  our  felicities  j 
A Chriftian  is  at  beft,  when  he  doth  fuffer ; 

The  crucl’ft  torments  are  but  recompcnces 
Unto  us ; God  that  rendereth  the  Centuple 
Unto  good  a&ions  giveth  persecutions 
To  make  up  the  full  meafure,  but  thefe  Secrets 
Are  very  hard  for  you  to  comprehend, 

Tis  but  to  hisEled  that  God  reveals  them. 

Tel.  1 fpeak  to  thee  unfaignedly,  and  would 
Be  a true  Chriftian. 

Tol.  Who  can  then  retard 
Th'effeft  of  fuch  a great  and  fignall  happinefs  ? 

Tel.  The  prefence 

‘ Pol . Of  whom  ? of  Sevcrus  ? 

Tel.  Only 

For  him  I’ve  feigned  fo  much  anger ’gainft  thee. 

DifTemble  for  a while,  till  he  be  gone, 

• Pol.  Is  it  thus,  Telix,  that  you  fpeak  unfcignedly  ? 

Bear  to  your  Pagans,  carry  to  your  Idols 
The  impoyfoned  honey  which  your  words  powr  forth : 

A Chriftian  feareth  nothing,  knoweth  not 
How  to  diftemble,  to  the  eyes  of  all 
The' world,  he's  ftill  a Chriftian. 

Tel.  This  zeal 

Of  thy  faith  ferveth  thee  but  to  feduce  thee, 

If  thou  run  to  thy  death  before  thou  doft 
, InftruA  me. 

Pol.  I fhould  fpeak  unto  you  here 
Unfeafonably,  it  is  a gift  of  Heaven, 

And  not  of  reafon,  there  it  is  that  I 
Seeing  God  face  to  face  (hall  obtain  for  you 
This  Grace  more  eafily. 

Tel.  In  the  mean  time 
Thy  lofs  will  make  me  delperatc. 

Pol.  You  can 

Repair  it  i free  of  one  Son,  you  may  have 
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j Another  when  you  pleafe,  whofe  quality 

Anfwereth  yours  better  ; my  lofs,  Sir,  would  be 
But  a change  advantagious  unto  you. 

Fel.  Forbear  to  injure  me  with”  this  difcourfe, 

I have  efteem’d  thee  more  then  thou  deferv’ft, 

Bt  in  fpght  of  my  goodnefs  which  increafeth 
When  thou  provok’ft  it,  in  the  end  thisinfolence 
Would  make  thee  odious  and  revenge  mee  on  thee 
Afwell  as  our  gods. 

Fol.  How  ? d’ee  change  fo  foon 
Honour  and  Language  ? doth  the  zeal  of  your  gods 
Enter  again  into  you  ? and  to  be 
A Chriftian  vanilheth  ? was  it  by  chance 
That  you  faidyou  would  fpeakunfeignedly? 

Fel.  Go  to,  prefume  not,  whatfoe’r  I fwcar. 
Unto  thee,  that  l’le  follow  the  impofture 
Gf  thy  newDo&on,  1 bu.  flattered 
Thy  madnefs,  to  the  end  co  fnatch  thee  from 
The  fearfull  precipice  whereinto  thou  art 
Ready  to  fall,  I would  gain  time  to  Husband 
Thy  life  after  that  Decius  Favourite 
Were  with-drawn  hence,  but  I have  done  too  great 
An  injury  to  our  omnipotent  gods. 

C hufe  whether  thou  wilt  give  thy  blood  unto  them. 
Or  incenfe  ? 

Pol.  I’m  not  doubtfull  in  my  choife, 

But,  O heaven  ! fee  Paulina. 


ScenaTertia. 

Felix,  Poljeuttes,  Paulina,  Alb  in, 

Paulina. 

WHich  of  yon  two  do  murther  me  to  day  ? 

1st  both  together,  or  each  at  his  turn  ? 

What?  can  I neither  bend  nature,  nor  love  ? 

And  (hill  obtain  nothing  either  from 
A Husband,  or  a Father  \ 

Fel.  Speak  to  your  Husbond, 

Paul.  Live  with  Severus. 

Paul.  Tiger,  murther  me 
Without  this  injury. 


Pol. 


The  Martyr.  5 

Pol.  My  pitcy  feeks 

As  much  as  poffible  it  may,  to  comfort  you. 

Our  love  doth  carry  you  to  fuch  true  griefs. 

That  nothing  but  another  love  can  cure 
Thofe  wounds  ; fince  then  fo  great  a merit  could 
Inflame  you,  his  fair  prefence  hath  a right 
To  charm  you,  you  did  love  him,  he  doth  love  you. 

And  his  augmented  glory. 

Paul.  Cruel,  What  have  I done  unto  thee  that 
Thou  treat’ll  me  thus,  as  to  reproach  me  with, 

In  contempt  of  my  faith,  fo  great  a love 

Which  I’ve  fubdu’d  for  thee  ? fee  now,  to  make  thee 

Vanquilh  fo  ftrong  an  adverfary,  what  attempts 

I was  to  make  againft  my  fclf,  what  combats 

I had  to  give  to  thee  a heart,  fo  juftly 

Due  to  its  firft  fubduer ; if  ingratitude 

Sway  not  my  heart,  make  fome  attempt  upon  thee 

To  give  thee  to  Paulina ; learn  of  her 

To  force  thy  proper  fentiment,  take  her  vertue 

For  guide  unto  thy  blindnefs,  fuffer  her 

Tobtairi  thy  life  from  thee  thy  felf,  to  live 

Still  fubjedt  to  thy  laws ; but  ifthoucanft 

Rejedt  fuch  juft  defires,  at  kaft  regard 

Her  tears,  attend  her  fighs,  and  make  not  defperatc 

A foul  that  doth  adore  thee. 

<Po/.  I’ve  faid  to  you  already,  and  Paulina , 

I fay  again  to  you,  live  with  Sever  us , 

Or  die  with  me,  I defpife  not  your  tears, 

Nor  yet  your  faith,  but  henceforth  I muft  have 
No  commerce  with  you,  nor  know  you  no  more 
Unlcfs  you  be  a Chriftian.  Felix,  ’tis 
Enough  on’t,  take  again  your  anger  to  you, 

And  on  this  infolent  revenge  your  gods 
And  you. 

Paul.  Oh  Father ! I confefs,  his  crime’s 
Scarce  pardonable,  but  if  he  diftrafted, 

You,  Sir,  are  reafonable;  nature  is  too  ftrong, 

And  its  fair  characters  imprinted  in 

The  blood  are  ne’r  defac’d,  a Father  is 

Always  a Father,  and  on  this  affurance 

I dare  hald  up  fome  fmall  remains  of  hope 

Caft  a paternall  look  upon  your  daughter,  ' ' ' 
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It  is  decreed  my  death  (Tull  forthwith  follow 
The  death  of  this  dear  Criminall,  and  the  gods 
Will  find  her  punifhment  unlawfull,  fince 
Shc’k  mingle  innocence  and  crime  together. 

And  fo  by  this  redoublemcnt  will  change 
Into  an  unjuft  rigour,  a juft  chaftifemenc. 

Our  deftinies  made  by  your  h?nds  infeperable. 
We  ought  to  make  happy  or  mifcrable 
Together,  and  you  fnould  be  cruell  even 
Unto  the  extreameft  point  to  dif-unite 
What  you  have  joyned,  one  heart  to  another 
United  once,  never  retires  it  felf. 

You  cannot  feperate  them  un'efs  you  tear  them  j 
But  you  are  fenfible  of  my  juft  griefs, 

And  with  a Fathers  eye  behold  tny  tears. 

Fel.  Yes,  Daughter,  it  is  trtie,  a Father  is 
Always  a Father,  nothing  can  raze  out 
The  facred  charader  thereof,  I carry 
A fenfible  heart,  and  you  have  pierced  it, 

I joyn  me  with  you  againft  this  diftraded. 
Unfortunate,and  wretched  PoljenPles^ 

Art  thou  alone  infenfiblc,  and  wilt 
Thou  only  make  thy  crime  unpardonable  ? 

Canft  thou  hear  fo  many  heart-breaking  fighs 
From  fuch  a tender  breaft  ? canft  thou  behold 
So  much  love,  and  be  nothing  touched  with  it? 
Acknowledge!!  thou  neither  Father-in-Law 
Nor  Wife,  without  amity  for  the  one. 

Or  love  for  th’other?  to  refume  the  names 
Of  Son  and  Husband,  wilt  thou  fee  us  both 
Fall  at  thy  feet,  and  fo  imbrace  thy  knees  ? 

Pol.  Oh  ! howunhandfomeis  this  artifice. 
After  twice  having  tryed  threatning. 

After  making  me  fee  Z^earcbrts  dying, 

A.fter  imploying  love,  and  its  effort, 

After  declaring  to  me  that  great  thirft 
Of  baptifm  to  oppofe  to  God  the  intereft 
OfGod  himfeif.  You  joyn  your  felves  together  ? 
Oh  policy  of  Hell ! muft  we  o’recome 
So  many  times  before  we  triumph  ? fure 
Your  refolutions  arc  fo  flow,  takeyours 
At  laft,  fince,  Tve  already  taken  mine. 
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I adore  but  one  God,  the  Maftcr  of 
The  Univerfe,  under  whofe  feet,  the  Heaven, 

The  Earth,  and  Hell  doth  tremble,  one  God  which 
Loving  us  with  an  infinite  love,  dy’d  for  us 
With  ignominy,  and  which  by  an  excefs 
Of  that  fame  love  will  every  day  be  offer’d 
As  Vidim  for  us}  ButI  am  too  blame 
To  fpeakof  this  to  thofe  can’t  underftand  me : 

Seethe  b.md  error  that  you  dare  defend ; 

Y ou  defile  all  your  gods  with  fouleft  crimes. 

You  punifh  not  one  fin  whofe  Matter’s  not 
Tth’  heaven  by  your  accompt  - 
Adultery,  Inceft,  Proftitution, 

Theft,  Murther,  and  what  ever  wedeteft. 

It  is  the  example  which  your  Deities 
Give  you  to  follow;  I’ve  profan’d  their  Temple, 

And  broken  down  their  Altars,  I would  do  it 
Again,  if  I could  reach  them,  even  before 
The  eyes  of  Felix , yea,  before  Severn:, 

And  more,evcn  in  the  prefence  of  the  Senate, 

Or  of  the  Emperour  himfelf. 

Fel.  Atlaft 

My  goodnefs  giveth  place  to  my  juft  fury. 

Adore  them,  or  thou  dy’ft. 

Pol.  I am  a Chriftian. 

Fel.  Thou  impious  wretch,  I fay  again,  adore  them. 

Or  renounce  life. 

'Pol.  I am  a Chriftian. 

Fel.  Art  thou  ? O heart  too  obftinate ! Souldiers,  execute 
The  order  that  1 gave,  — - ^Clcon  and  the  other  (guards  ta\s 

Paul.  Where  lead  you  him?  < Polyeudcs  awaj  , Paulina  fol- 

Fel.  To  death.  ^Jovtshim. 

- Pol.  To  glory. 

Adiew  my  dear  'Paulina,  love  my  memory. 

Paul.  I’le  follow  thee  throughout,  and  even  to  deaths 
Pol.  Forfake  your  errour,  or  not  follow  me, 

Fel.  Take  him  away,  and  fee  I be  obey’d. 

Since  he  defires  to  dye,  ’tis  fit  he  perifh. 


Seem: 


Scena  Quarta. 

Felix , Albin . 

Felix • 

A Lb  in,  I do  me  violence,  but!  muft, 

My  gentle  nature  would  have  eafily 
Deftioy'd  me,  let  the  peoples  rage  at  prefent 
£>iip'ay  it  felf,  and  let  Severn s thunder. 

And  f et  with  fury  having  performed  this 
I am  fecure  ; but  art  not  thou  furpriz’d 
With  this  unfhaken  conftancy  ? feeth  thou 
Impenetrable  hearts  like  his,  or  fuch 
Horrid  impieties?  I have  fatisfied 
My  grieved  heart,  and  have  negleded  nothing 
To  make  his  foft  and  yielding  ; i have  feigned 
Before  thy  eyes  bafe  wickednefs,  and  furcly 
Had  it  not  been  for  his  laft  blafphemies. 

Which  fill’d  me  fuddenly  with  fear  and  anger, 

I fhould  have  fcarce  triumphed  o’r  my  felf. 

Alb.  You’l  one  day  curfe  peihaps  this  vidory, 

Which  favoureth  of  I know  not  what  an  adion 
Too  black,  unworthy  Felix,  and  a Roman, 

Shedding  your  blood  thus  by  your  proper  hand. 

FeL  So  fometime  Brutus , and  ftout  Manlius  (lied  it, 
Wh  ch  added  to  their  glory,  far  from  leflening  it  j 
Never  have  our  old  Hero'shsd  ill  blood. 

But  they  have  opened  their  proper  bowels 
To  let  it  out. 

Alb.  Your  hea*  feduceth  you ; 

1 But  whatfoe’r  it  tell  you,  when  you  once 

Shall  find  it  cold,  when  you  (hall  fee  Baulina, 

And  that  her  fad  defpair  exprelfed  by 
Her  crys  and  waylings  (hall  come  forth  to  move  you.— 
Fel.  Thou  rmk’ft  me  to  remember  that  (he  follow’d 
That  Traytor,  This  defpiir  which  {he  will  (hew, 

May  interrupt  theeffed  of  my  command  j 
Go  therefore,  and  g ue  order  it  be  done, 

See  what  he  doth,  break  anyobftade 

Her  griefs  may  give  unto  it,  and  withdraw  her 

From  that  fad  fpedade,  if  thou  canft  indeavour 
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To  comfort  her;  go  then,  who  holdeth  thee  ? 
Alb.  There  is  no  need.  Sir,  (he  returns  her  felf. 

Seena  Quinta. 

Felix , cP<Mlinay  Albin. 

Paulina. 

BArbarous  Father,  finilh  thy  black  work, 

This  fecond  facrifice  s worth  thy  rage, 

Joyn  thy  fad  Daughter  to  thy  Son-m-Law, 

Why  tarry’ft  thou  ? thou  feeft  here  the  fame  crime 
Or  the  fame  vertue  j thy  barbarity 
In  her  hath  the  fame  matter ; my  dear  Husband 
Left  me  his  lights  in  dying,  his  juft  blood. 

With  which  his  Executioners  arc  comming 
To  cover  me,  hath  opened  mme  eyes : 

1 fee,  I know,  I do  believe,  and  am 
Free  of  mine  error,  I am  undeceiv’d. 

Thou  feeft  me  baptis’d  wkh  that  bleft  blood ; 
Laftly,  I am  a Chriftian  have  I not 
Spoken  enough  ? keep  in  deftroying  me. 

Thy  rank  and  credit,  fear  the  Eroperour. 

And  doubt  Sever  us,  if  thou  wilt  not  perifh. 

My  death  is  neceffary,  Poljeuttes  cals  me 
Unto  his  happy  death,  I fee  Nearchus 
And  he  both  ftretching  forth  their  hands  unto  me  ? 
Bring  me  to  fee  thy  gods  which  I deteft. 

They  broke  but  one,  1 wili  break  all  the  reft. 

There  you  (hall  fee  me  brave  all  that  you  fear, 
Thofe  filly  Thunder. bolts  which  you  depaint 
Within  their  hands,  and  holily  rebellious 
Unto  the  Laws  of  birth,  thou  once  fhalt  fee  me 
Fail  in  obedience  to  thee ; it  is  not 
My  grief  that  I do  make  appear  therein, 

Tis  grace  within  me  fpeaks,  and  not  defpair. 

May  I fay  it  again  ? Felix , I am 
A Chriftian,  fettle  by  my  death  thy  fortune 
And  mine,  the  ftroke  to  both  on’s  will  be  precious, 
Since  it  affureth  the  one  earth,  and  lifts  me 
Unto  the  Heavens. 


Scena  Ultima. 

Felix,  Sever  ns,  Vaulina,  Alhin,  Fabian'% 

Severus. 

ONnaturall  Father,  wretched  Polititian, 
Ambitious  (live to  a Chymerickfear, 

Is  Vclyeutles  dead  then  by  your  cruelties, 

And  th;  nk  you  to  confervc  your  forry  dignities  ? 

The  favour  which  for  him  ] offer’d  you, 

Inftead  of  faving  him,  halted  his  death ; 

I prayed,  threatned,  but  I could  not  move  you ; 

You  thought  me  falfe,  or  but  oflitele  power, 

Buc  you  (had  know  at  yonr  coft  that  Severus 
Boafts  not  of  any  thing  but  what  he  can 
Perform,  and  by  your  ruine  he  will  make  you 
To  judge  that  he  who  can  deftroy  you,  could 
Have  prote&ed  you  ; continue  to 
The  god>  this  faithfull  fervice.  by  fuch  horrors 
Shew  them  your  zeal,  adiew,  but  when  the  ftorm 
Shall  br  ak  upon  you,  doubt  not  of  che  arm 
From  whence  the  ltrokes  (hall  come. 

Fel.  Severus , ftay, 

And  with  a quiet  mind  fuffer  that  I 
Give  you  an  eafie  vengeance,  by  my  cruelties 
Ceafe  to  reproach  me  more,  I do  indeavour 
To  keep  mv  forry  dignities,  I difpofe 
Their  falfe  deceitful!  luftre  to  your  feet  j 
That  glory  whereunto  I dare  t’afpire 
Is  a rank  more  illuftrious,  I do  find 
My  fel f forc’d  to  it  by  a fecret  bait, 

J yield  to  thofe  tran  ports  l do  not  know. 

And  by  a wo  king  which  I underftand  not, 

I from  my  fury  pafs  unto  the  zeal 
Ofmy  blcft  Son4n-law ; tis  he  no  doubt, 

Whofe  innocent  blood  prays  an  Almighty  God 
For  me  hi'  Perfecucor,  his  love  fpred 
On  all  the  Famil  , , draws  after  him 
As  wd!  the  Father  as  the  Daughter,  I 
Have  made  a Martyr  of  him  aod  his  death 
H th  made  me  Chrifti  an,  1 procur’d  his  blifs. 

He  wid  work  mine,  fo  is  tt  that  a Chriftian 


Is  angry  and  revengeth,  happy  cruelty 
Whofe  event  is  fo  fweet  l Paulina,  give  me 
Thy  hand,  bring  fetters  here,  arid  facrifice 
Unto  your  gods  thefe  two  new  Chriftians 
I am  one.  She  is  fo,  obferve  your  anger. 

'Paul.  How  happily  at  laft  I find  my  Father  1 
This  bleffed  change  maketh  my  joy  compleat. 

Fel.  Daughter,  it  doth  belong  but  to  the  hand 
That  doth  it. 

Sev.  Who  would  not  be  touch’d  with 
A fpe&ade  fo  tender?  I believe 
Such  changes  come  not  without  miracle. 

Your  Chriftians  without  doubt,  which  we  in  vain 
Do  perfecute,  have  fomething  in  th<.m  which 
Surpafleth  humane,  they  do  lead  a life 
With  fo  much  innocence,  that  Heaven  doth  owe  them 
Some  great  acknowl  dgement  to  Ihew  themfclves 
More  ftrong  the  more  they  are  opprefs’d,  is  not 
Th’efFed  of  common  vertues;  1 ftill  lov’d  them. 

What  ever  might  be  faid  on’t,  I ne’r  faw  them  . 

To  dye,  but  this  heart  fighed  for’t,  and  perhaps, 

I (hall  one  day  be  better  known  unto  them  : 

In  the  mean  time  I like  rhat  every  one 

Should  have  his  own  god>,  and  that  he  (hould  ferve  them 

After  his  own  way  without  fear  of  puniftiment, 

if  you  are  Chriftians,  fear  no  more  my  hate, 

I love  them,  Felix , and  from  their  Proie&or, 

I will  not  make  a Perfecutor  of  them 

In  you ; guard  well  your  power,  take:t  again. 

Serve  your  God,  ferve  your  Monarch,  I will  lofe 
My  credit  with  his  Majcfty.or  he 
Shall  (h  i ke  off  this  feverity , by  his 
Unjuft  hate  he  doth  too  much  wrong  himfelf. 

Fel.  Daign  gracious  Heaven  to  end  his  work  in  you, 
And  one  day  to  give  you  what  you  defcrve, 

T’infpire  into  you  all  his  facred  Truths : 

For  us  we  bleffe  this  fortunate  adventure. 

Come,  let  us  go  to  give  our  Martyrs  buriall. 

To  kifs  their  precious  bodies,  and  to  put  them 
Jn  holy  place,  in  confecrated  ground, 

Then  let  us  make  the  name  of  God  refound. 


FINIS. 
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